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Pretty on the outside: "I wore this dress at 
almost every single show for six months," says 
Courtney Love. "I think I conceived Frances on 
a night I was wearing it.' 
Photograph by Jeff Minton. 



® TOYOTA 





The Maneuverability To Get To Your Favorite Fishing Hole. Assuniin;^ You Can Find It. 

Flexible passenger seating, great st\ ling and asailabli.- 
tull-tiiiic 4-\vl)cel drive. Not to mention sufficient cargo space 
to bring enough prov isions to keeji you ali\e tor da\s. 

RAV4 Its out there. I-',\erv dav. 



' ' Moiiir.SiK l'..VA, Im. Builili- I p! IX) it llir iliii^i- uliii Uc i.iii. llnm.! n-ininds>.)iiici lhr.iil Linhih!® WW \v. t oy o t a. i' i> 111 ♦ l-Kiiii-(;()-l"()VO 1 \ 



rial 





SPIN15 



EDITORIN -CHIEF 
EXECunvE EDrroR 

MANAGING EDITOR 
FEATURES EDITOR 
SENIOR EDITORS 
SENIOR ASSOCIATE EDITOR 
ASSOCIATE EDITORS 
ASSISTANT EDITOR 
STAFF WRITERS 
COPY CHIEF 
COPY EDITOR 
RESEARCH EDITOR 
RESEARCHERS 
PRODUCTION EDITOR 
ASSISTANT TO THE EDITOR IN CHIEF 
EDITORIAL ASSISTANTS 



SPECIAL PROJECT EDITOR 
SENIOR CONTRIBUTING WRITERS 



CONTRIBUTING EDITORS 



ART DIRECTOR 
DESIGNER 

SPECIAL PROJECT DESIGNER 

PHOTO EDITOR 
ASSOCIATE PHOTO EDITOR 
PHOTO AND ART ASSISTANT 

CONTRIBUTING PHOTOGRAPHERS 



EOnrORIAL FASHION DIRECTOR 

DIRECTOR OF NEW MEDIA 
ASSISTANT ONLINE EDITOR 
ONLINE PRODUCTION COORDINATOR 
ONLINE VIDEO PRODUCTION 



EDITORIAL DIRECTOR 



DIGITAL IMAGING 
PRINTING 



FOUNDER 



VIBE/SPIN VENTURES LLC 
CO-PRESIDENT/GROUP PUBUSHER 
CO-PRESIOENT/GENERAL MANAGER 
EXECUTIVE VICE PRESIDENT 

MILLER PUBLISHING GROUP LLC 
PRESIDENT AND CEO 
VICE PRESIDENT. HUMAN RESOURCES 



Alan Light 
Sia Michel 
DeDe DcMoss 
David Moodie 

Charles Aaron, Will Hermes 
Tracey Pepper 

Maureen Callahan, Jon Dolan 

Greg Milner 

Chris Norris, RJ Smith 

Andrew Beaujon 

Doug Schulkind 

Jessica Letkemann 

Lia Fernandez, Barbara Spindel 

Matthew Schwenk 

Beth Wawema 

Andy Greenwald, Angela Kelley, 
William Van Meter 

James Oliver Cury 

Zev Borow, Joshua Clover, Sacha Jenkins, 
Simon Reynolds, Mike Rubin, Mark Schone, 
Eric Weisbard 

G. Beato, David S. Bennahum, Jonathan Bernstein, 
Dennis Cooper, Kim France, Richard Gehr, 
David Kushner, Sean Landers, L Christopher Smith, 
Darcey Steinke, Joy Williams, Jack Womack 



Lisa Steinmeyer 
Lynn Serra 

Chalkley Calderwood Pratt 

Cory Jacobs 
Prim Chuensumran 
Lisa Corson 

Mark Alesky, Andreas Bleckmann, Katharina Bosse, 
Jamil GS, Alexei Hay, Mark HeithofI, Frederike Helwig, 
Martina Hoogland-lvanow, T. Hopkins, Marcelo 
Krasilcic, Michael Lewis, Dana Lixenberg, Jeff Minton, 
Jeremy Murch, John Minh Nguyen, Terry Richardson, 
Stefan Ruiz, Tom Schierlitz, Norbert Schoemer, 
EKie Semotan, Jelle Wagenaar 

Jason Farrer 

Ron Richardson 
Marc Sphz 
Julie Ann Pietrangelo 
Gabriel Man 



Gilbert Rogin 



Icon Communications 
RR Donnelley and Sons 

Bob Guccione Jr. 



John Rollins 
Anne Welch 
Raymond O'Neal Jr. 



Robert L Miller 
Mary Duncan Macnab 



FOR QUESTIONS ABOUT NEW OR CURRENT 

SUBSCRIPTIONS, CAa(BOO)27<-7697, 

TO CHANGE YOUR ADDRESS. SEND BOTH 

OLD ANDNEWADDRESSESTO 

SPIN. PO BOX 51635. BOULDER. CO 60322-1635. 

ALLOW SIX TO EIGHT WEEKS FOR PROCESSINa 



Audit Bk^rau ol CrcuUtonj 



THETHE 
NakedSelf 



I 



Cui- , _ aterial 




EMPORIO^MMAM 




for him for lier 



SPIN15 



PUBLISHER 
FASHION ADVERTISING DIRECTOR 
ADVERTISING DIRECTOR 
MUSIC AND ENTERTAINMENT MANAGER 
ACCOUNT MANAGER 
DIRECTOR OF ADVERTISING AND 
MARKETING OPERATIONS 
ADVERTISING SERVICES MANAGERS 
ADVERTISING COORDINATOR 
ADVERTISING BILLING MANAGER 
EXECUTIVE ASSISTANT TO GROUP PUBUSHER 
ADVERTISING ASSISTANTS 

MARKETING DIRECTOR 
CREATIVE SERVICES ART DIRECTOR 
CREATIVE SERVICES DESIGNER 
MEDIA VENTURES MANAGER 
MARKETING ASSOCIATE 
WEST COAST MARKETING MANAGER 
ADVERTISING SALES DEVELOPMENT DIRECTOR 
RESEARCH ANALYST 

PUBUC RELATIONS DIRECTOR 
PUBLIC RELATIONS MANAGER 

NEW YORK ADVERTISING SALES 
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA ADVERTISING SALES 



SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA ADVERTISING AND 
SALES DEVELOPMENT DIRECTOR 
LOS ANGELES ADVERTISING AND SALES 
DEVELOPMENT DIRECTOR 
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA SALES ASSISTANT 

PACIFIC NORTHWEST ADVERTISING SALES 



PACIFIC NORTHWEST SALES MANAGER 
MIDWEST ADVERTISING SALES 



MIDWEST ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVES 
MIDWEST ADVERTISING SALES ASSISTANT 

DETROIT ADVERTISING SALES 



DETROIT ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVES 
DETROIT ADVERTISING ASSISTANT 

EUROPEAN ADVERTISING SALES 



EUROPEAN ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVES 

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING SALES 
CLASSIFIED MANAGER 
SALES ASSISTANT 



Malcolm Campbell 
Mike Fish 
James Campbell 
Andy J. Cohn 
Llam Sullivan 

Jeanine Triolo 

Elizabeth Gromek, Jimmy Saal 
Judith Ann Smith 
Slu-Chuen Luk 
Michelle Tennant 
Michael Fine, Patricia Manley 

Kate Carrington 
Fernando Mancuello 
Mail! Holiman 
Dan O'Conor 
Barbara Lang 
Chris Garrity 
Scott Carlis 
Susan Waldman 

Jason Roth 
Adrienne D'Amato 

205 LEXINGTON AVE., NEW YORK, NY 10016 
1212) 231 -740a FAX (212) 231 -730O 

1 1 100 SANTA MONICA BLVD . 6TH FLOOR 

LOS ANGELES. CA 90026 

(3101 893 5300. FAX(3101 883-6457 

Anita Rao-Keech 

Molly Ballantine 
John Euer 

50 OSGOOD PL, SAN FRANCISCO. CA 94133 
(415) 391 -9770; FAX (415) 391 -9772 



Suzanne Lang 



CHRISTOPHER SCHUBA t COMPANY 

500 N DEARBORN, SUITE 510, CHICAGO, IL 60610 

(3121 604-0360; FAX (3121 6040360 

Duikin Guthrie, Christopher Schiiba 
Tina Stasny 

HOUR MEDIA SALES. 117WESTTHIRDST. 

ROYAL OAK. Ml 48067, 

(248) 691 - 180O; FAX (248)691 -4531 

John Balardo, Tim Baldwin, Tom Haitle 
Megan Moore 

J.B, MEDIA SRL. PIAZZA SANTERASMO 1 
J0121 MILAN, rrALY 

(01 1 -39-0) 2901 -3427: FAX (01 1 -39-0) 2901 -3491 

Jeffrey Byrnes, Secilay Ylldiz Du Pri 

(312)321-7912; FAX (312) 321-7016 

Ann David 
Flank McFadden 



VICE PRESIDENT. CONSUMER MARKETING 
AND FINANCIAL PLANNING 
ASSOCIATE CIRCULATION DIRECTOR/SUBSCRIPTIONS 
ASSOCIATE CIRCULATION DIRECTOR/NEWSSTAND 
FULFILLMENT MANAGER 
SUBSCRIPTION PROMOTION MANAGER 
NEWSSTAND (X>ORDINATOR 
SUBSCRIPTION ASSISTANT 
NEWSSTAND ASSISTANT 



PRODUCTION DIRECTOR 
PRODUCTION MANAGER 
ASSOOATE PRODUCTION MANAGER 
PRODUCTION COORDINATOR 



EXECUTIVE VICEPRESIDENT/CFO 
ACCOUNTS MANAGER 
ACCOUNTING ASSISTANTS 
HUMAN RESOURCES MANAGER 
FINANCE MANAGER 
TECHNOLOGY MANAGER 
ADMINISTRATION MANAGER 
MAILROOM MANAGER 



Dana Sacher 
Leslie Guamieri 
Michelle Sheidlower 
Susan Young 
llene Burros 
Mimi Hall 
Anna Stein 
Margarita Chaykler 



Ryan Jones 
Oris D'Amil 
JoeLotito 
Omar Rubio 



Halina Feldsott 
Dawn Labriola 

Roger Millet, Howard Pomeranb 

Ann Swenson 

Theodore Hatwood 

Danielle Frankini 

Michael Bryant 

Hariy T. Buggs 




HELMUT UNG 

so CrMiM Strtct N*w York N.Y. 10012 tel. 212 92S 72 14 fax 212 92S 45 19 www.lMlmutlang.coin 

Viennese derbi and rlassir patent leather luxetio shoe phtmiRrjplicd © l)> Anthfim Waal. 

New York, N.Y. -S/S 2000 



Cl} alerial 



ADVERTISEMENT 



Dtl.-J faiilMvkiMMi 
UOiriTtui Imm^ nil I'm UriWrnlw 



mi ^ 




SBIc 




FACES CHANGE. GREAT MUSIC DOESN'T. 

LISTEN TO 15 YEARS OF SPIN. 



THE SPIN 15TH ANNIVERSARY RADIO SPECIAL. 5 HOURS OF MUSIC THAT CHANGED THE WORLD. ONLY ON DARING RADIO STATIONS 
THROUGHOUT AMERICA DURING APRIL 2000. GO TO SPIN.COM TO FIND A STATION IN YOUR AREA. BROUGHT TO YOU BY LISTEN.COM. 
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BOB GUCCIONE JR. 

Bob Guccione Jr., Spin's founder 
and former editor-in-chief, guided the 
magazine for 1 2 years. "There were 
times that were the greatest moments 
of my life," he says. "And the magazine 
really did make a difference in both 
musical and social culture. I'll take a 
lifelong joy in that." Guccione left Spin 
in 1997 to launch the magazine Gear. 



DARCEY STEINKE 

Kurt Gobain didn't hide much from 
writer Darcey Steinke ("Smashing Their 
Heads on the Punk Rock," 1993, 
page 71). "I found him really touching," 
she says. "He played me all these old 
records, and he was wearing old flannel 
pajamas with blood stains In the cuffs. 
It was obvious that he never really found 
any peace." Her novel Milk will be 
published next year. 



ANTON CORBIJN 

"I love music— it's the only reason 
I ever picked up a camera," says Anton 
Corbijn, who's been photographing 
musicians for 25 years. Besides the 
R.E.M. photo on page 143, Corbijn 
photographed the cover of their 1992 
album Automatic lor the People. His 
book 33 Still LUes is out this month. 



DANYEL SMITH 

"I have such a love for hip-hop, and 
the 'Dreaming America" column let me 
personally respond to the music," says 
Danyel Smith (pages 92, 103, and 156). 
"In the early '90s, there weren't a lot of 
mainstream magazines covering hip-hop. 
Spin was paying attention before anyone 
else was." A former editor-in-chief of 
Vibe, Smith is now an editor-at-large 
for Time, Inc. 

DANNY SUGERMAN 

At the tender age of 13, Danny Sugerman 
("Bad to the Bone," 1990, page 96) 
was opening Jim Morrison's fan mail, 
so profiling Guns N' Roses brought 
back old memories. "I found Axl to be 
much like Jim Morrison— you never got 
what you were expecting," he says. 
"Writers always expected the worst from 
them, but they both disarmed you with 
their human-ness." 
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MARK BLACKWELL 

While dining with N.WA former Spin 
associate editor Mark Blackwell 
("Niggaz4Dinner," 1991, page 86) 
endured countless jokes at his expense. 
"The scariest moment was when Ren 
smacked my head down on the table," 
Blackwell remembers. "He literally 
grabbed my neck and slammed my head 
on the table. It was terrifying, but at the end 
of the night, we all gave each other hugs." 

DOROTHY LOW 

Before moving to L.A. seven years ago, 
photographer Dorothy Low was 
immersed in New York City's burgeon- 
ing hip-hop world. "It was so rich and 
different," she remembers. "It dominated 
the urban scene." On shooting N.W.A 
(page 86): "It was a very laid-back 
session. People were running out to 
get hot dogs.* 



SIA MICHEL 

To jump-start Spin's 15th Anniversary 
issue. Executive Editor Sia Michel led 
the editorial staff's quest to exhume 
Spin's memorable moments from the 
vaults. "I feel like the clearinghouse for 
all useless, Sp/n-related information," 
she says. 'I can't remember to pay my 
bills on time, but I can cite the month and 
year we printed the Fat Boys' diet plan." 



GLEN E. FRIEDMAN 

When Glen E. Friedman met the Beastie 
Boys in 1981, they were still skateboarding 
to CBGB. "They made fun of people 
constantly," recalls Friedman, whose 
various Beastie photos include the cover 
of the Check Your Head album. Spin's 
March 1987 cover, and the 1987 photo 
on page 67. "At one hardcore show, they 
threw marshmallows. They figured that 
was the softest thing they could do." 

ELIZABETH GILBERT 

The worid of feminist porn disrupted 
the routine of former Spin staff writer 
Elizabeth Gilbert ("Pussy Galore," 1995, 
page 104). "I was working on the story 
over Christmas," she recalls. "I wrapped 
Christmas presents for my grandmother 
while watching videos of people violating 
each other with power tools." A writer-at- 
large for GO, Gilbert recently completed 
her first novel, Stern Men. 
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UURA LEVINE 

For Spin's debut issue, Laura Levine 
photographed the Replacements at her 
tiny apartment in New York City's 
Chinatown (page 78). "They were happily 
drinking beer and ended up trashing the 
place a bit" says Levine, now a full-time 
illustrator. "Months later, I ran into Paul 
Westert)erg and he was so sweet To be 
honest, I blame rrxist of the damage on 
the Stinson brothers." 



OLIVER WANG 

"Hip-hop's relationship to technology has 
been one of discovery and adaptation,' 
says Oliver Wang ("Anywhere, 2000," 
page 160), a UC Berkeley ethnic-studies 
grad student and a part-time college- 
radio DJ. "I have to touch the vinyl to really 
hear the music, but there's a generation 
of people growing up for whom the 
Internet is their initial exposure.' 



DOUGLAS COUPLAND 

Hanging out with Deadheads convinced 
Generation X author Douglas Coupland 
that the times were definitely a-changing 
("Polaroids From the Dead," 1992, 
page 148). 'People were fed up with the 
'80s, and the '90s were still a dream," 
Coupland says. "I don't think the Dead 
were a precursor of grunge, but both 
were a reaction against the incipient 
forces of globalization finally kicking in." 



JEFF MINION 

To photograph some of rock'n'roll's most 
beloved artifacts, ("Transformers," page 
128), Jeff Minton went places others only 
dream of. "Kurt Cobain's mom was 
super-cool," he says. "She talked about 
Kurt in such an open way. His shirt was 
the one thing that was actually affecting- 
holding it in my hand felt intense." What 
about Perry Farrell's sultry man-corset? 
"That was kind of disturbing." 

FRANK W. OCKENFELS 3 

Besides Spin's October 1993 Nirvana 
cover, Frank Ockenfels also shot the 
portrait of Kurt Cobain on Spin's June 
1994 cover (page 70). "It became this 
iconoclastic photograph," he says. 
"His eyes tell the whole story of his 
life." The same photo now hangs 
outside the bedroom of Ockenfels' 
infant son. 
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JESSE FROHMAN 

Jesse Frohman didn't exactly have a 
game plan when it was time to photo- 
graph Public Enemy's Chuck D (1991, 
page 153), "Tal<e a New York Jew, put 
him in a room with the father of radical 
hip-hop expression and his irreverent, 
well-armed posse, and you're bound to 
come up with something," he says. 
Frohman's Spin work includes the 
December 1995 Green Day cover. 

PLEASANT GEMMAN 

Writer/professional belly dancer 
Pleasant Gehman ("Los Angeles, 
1987-90," page 172) used to step over 
members of Guns N' Roses while 
leaving her apartment each morning. 
"I was a scene fixture," Gehman says. 
"My old house, 'Disgraced-Land,' is 
actually on the map of the stars' homes." 



JOHN LELAND 

Public Enemy's Chuck D and former Spin 
senior editor John Leiand proved to be 
ideal sparing partners when they sat down 
to discuss PE's politics ("Armageddon in 
Effect," 1988, page 152). "I think we both 
enjoyed it." says Leiand, now a senior 
editor at Newsweek. "1 admired their 
bravado. 1 think the lessons people 
learned from Public Enemy are still part 
of the fabric of our culture." 



EVEREH TRUE 

Englishman Everett True's first taste of 
America was Seattle ("Seattle, 1989- 
94," page 176). "This music— I'd never 
encountered anything like it before," he 
says. "I loved the sense of humor. Krist 
Novoselic told me he was a competitive 
tree climber. I thought that was brilliant." 
True has written for The Stranger and 
Melody Maker. 



MAHHIAS VRIENS 

"I like to work with contradictions," 
explains Paris-based photographer 
Matthias Vriens ("Bound for Glory," 
page 182). "I don't believe a girl in a 
pretty pink dress is always a sweetie 
pie or that a chick in black leather is 
always an S&M bitch." Vriens will show 
his photography and sculpture in an 
exhibition at the Project in Harlem, 
New York City, in September 2000. 
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FOUR HOURS OF SCORCHING HEAT AND BLIND TURNS WEREN'T A PROBLEM. 
THAT SOGGY UNDERWEAR FEELING. NOW THAT WAS A PROBLEM. 
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Co\m McRai:, the Flying Scx)t5imn. Wbrid Rally Champion. "Evo-rimc 
British Rally Champion, \bungest champion in the history of the 
sport. Blatantly disreganls "Road Closed" signs. 
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RALLY 



Far beyond the cushy confines 
of asphalt, a select breed of 
driver is pushing the limits of 
man, machine and sanity. The 
rally racer. Why not join in on 
the fun? Colin McRae Rally." 
For starters, you've got 11 elite 
rally cars to utterly abuse. Like 
the Subaru Impreza WRC, 
Audi Quattro and Mitsubishi 



Lancer E4. Performance specs 
are factory-direct. Tire type, 
steering and suspension are 
yours for the customizing. A 
reassuring thought since you'll 
take on the hairiest driving 
conditions in eight different 
countries. From frozen moun- 
taintops to deep dark jungles. 
Each track is riddled with blind 
turns and surfaces that'll have 
you double-clutching all the 
way to the finish. Strip away 



almost all visibility and youVe 
got the night-driving stages. 
Beat Colin's best times in the 
Time Trial stages. (Good luck, 
mate.) Or go mano-a-mano in 
the 2-player Super Special 
Stage Rallies. Luckily, you've 
got Nicky Grist, Colin's real- 
life co-driver, feeding you 
directions as you navigate every 
high-speed turn. If common 
sense still hasn't taken over, you 
may have what it takes to be 
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"IN A YEAR THAT WAS HORRIBLE FOR REAL MUSICIANS AND GENUINE MUSIC, 
TRENT REZNOR ONCE AGAIN BARED HIS SOUL. "-David t. Hunt 




Trent Stabilized 

Thank you for naming Nine Inch 
Nails' The Fragile 1999's Album 
of the Year [January]. It really stood 
out amid all the lame, unimaginative, 
assembly-line pop crap. Your article 
showed what an intelligent and 
fragile human being Trent Reznor 
really is, which made me admire 
him even more. 
Simone Cromer 
Laurel, Maryland 

Trent Reznor notes, "tt's real easy to 
make noise that is pretentious." He 
should know. 

Ross La Haye 
Green Bay, Wisconsin 

Nine Inch Nails has been my favorite 
band for five years, and Trent Reznor 
is a true role model. It makes me 
happy to hear that he is coming out 
of his depression. Reznor's music 
has done so much for me, and I just 
want him to know that he has helped 
many others, too. 
Elizabeth Schwartz 
Brooklyn 

In a year that was horrible for 
real musicians and genuine 
music, Trent Reznor once again 
bared his soul; in doing so, he 
crushed the opposition after years 
of agonizing silence. 
David T. Hunt 
Concord, New Hampshire 



Planet of the Apes 

While I do not think any band should 
be censored, I do think we are giving 
a large amount of power to musicians 
who are not mature enough to even 
deal with their own emotions ["Trend 
of the Year: Rap-Rock Mooks," 
January]. They are spreading their 
angst and dysfunction into our fragile 
culture like a virus. The kind of fame 
and recognition that these musicians 
enjoy comes with a tremendous 
amount of responsibility— whether 
or not they are adult enough to 
recognize it. 
Christopher J. Pace 
Norwalk, Connecticut 

Rap-rock is the most ignorant, 
violence-driven genre known to man. 
From the sheer ignorance of the 
Insane Clown Posse to corporate 
puppets like Limp Bizkit, I think 
everyone agrees with me that the last 
thing we need are testosterone- 
driven 15-year-olds running around 
chanting songs about shoving baked 
goods up their asses. 
Tom Joslin 

Brewster, Massachusetts 

It's incredibly disturbing that the 
alterna-teens of the late '90s have 
sold their souls to a musical genre 
that proliferates misogyny and 
violence. It's even more pathetic 
that the media and MTV cater to 
artists like Kid Rock, who glamorizes 



the pimp lifestyle, and Fred Durst, 
who whines constantly about how 
his girlfriend screwed his minions. 
When I was a teen, I felt embraced 
by bands like Nirvana, L7, and Sonic 
Youth. I never felt intimidated at their 
gigs or feared that I'd get assaulted 
by some intoxicated moron. Fortu- 
nately, fads have a short life span. 
Ruza L Pavic 
New York City 

How could we let music come to this? 
In the past it was a tool for expressing 
new ideas, spiritual enlightenment, 
and musical talent. Now the only 
idea presented is conformity, the 
only emotion is greed, and the only 
talent displayed is that of the music- 
video directors who sell pedophiliac 
fantasies. It's sad that, at 18, I'm 
already longing for the good ol' 
days, when there were such things 
as original guitar solos, emotional 
lyrics, and artistic freedom. 
Richard Lester 
Guelph, Ontario, Canada 

I expected "Rap-Rock Mooks" to 
simply state that many of the rap- 
rockers have continuously made 
themselves look immature and fool- 
ish. Instead, it plummeted into a 
white-male-bashing blame-game, 
with Woodstock '99 and the state of 
women in rock held up as evidence. 

What happened at Woodstock 
had nothing to do with the music 



We Can't Really Get Our Heads 

Around This Ever want a longer look 
at the T-shirt Kurt Cobain wore In the 
video for "Smells Like Teen Spirit"? 
How about Flavor Flav's clock necklace? 
Peruse Marc Spitz's rock'n'roll artifact 
exhibit on page 128, then yell "extra, 
extra'" and log on to Spin.com, Yes, we 
will give you more memorabilia and 
quotes from the artists. 

Every Generation Needs Its Own 
David Lee Roth Kid Rock, America's 
greasiest pimp, gives it up in a Spin.com 
video interview. We corralled the Bull 
God in L.A, and made him hold forth on 
important topics like ZZ Top's XXX (Kid's 
favorite album of last year) and what life 
on the road is like for a playa. Log on in 
April for more s/n-tillating tidbits. 

Like Dylan in the Movies Before 

most of us were even born. D.A. 
Pennebaker directed the Bob Dylan 
documentary Don 'I Look Back, which 
set the standard for ail rockumenlries 
that would follow. Now that the film is 
available on DVD. log on to Spin.com for 
our exclusive interview with Pennebaker. 

Spindex Okay, let's say you sold your 
soul to join an up-and-coming group 
called 2Phun. Would you be the Cute 
One, the Facial Hair One, the Bad Boy 
One, or the Cuddly One With the Heart 
Problem? Tap at your heart and point at 
your choice between March 24 and 28. 

Going E-Postal Ever since Spin.com 
den mother Ultragrrrl resolved to pick on 
the Grateful Dead in the new year, we've 
been getting a lot of hate mail. From 
Jwdriver62'S aol.com-'"/ou obviously 
never attended a Grateful Dead concert. 
If you had, you'd at least give them credit 
I for putting on a good show. You know not 
I whereof Isic] you speak, and you are 
i disrespectful and pompous. The Grateful 
i Dead don't suck. YOU SUCK." 




Just looking for a place to 
hang his hat Kid Rock. 
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The longer the road, the 
wider the smile when 
you 're driving a Dodge 
Neon. Because while its 
cab-forward design 
makes it roomy inside, 
up front Neon's packed 
with performance. 



Dodge Neon benefits 
from having the first . 
interior we designed 
with the aid of 
virtual reality. It 
was pre-vi.malized 
using state-of-the-art 
computers, for optimal 
space and comfort. 



Whether you're 
running late 
or just 
running for 
fim, Neon's 
2.0 liter SOHC 
16-valve engiii 
will get you 
there in a jf^ 
hurry. At 
5.600 rpm it 
produces an 
impressive 132 
horsepower. 




Roll control was 
addressed by 
the use of 
stabilizer 
bars in the 
front and 
rear suspension. 
Neon braces for 
vigorous cornering, 
then glides over 
the bumps. 




Neon's sport-style seats give you remark- 
ably good lateral support. In Neon 
ES, there are useful map 
pockets on the seatbacks. 



gear 

~ ^^B^^ Neon's 





Neon 's five-speed 
manual transmission 
is newly redesigned to 
be both quieter and more responsive. 





Allowing for \ 
plenty of 
suspension travel 
and using 
carefully 




calculated 
spring rates produced ^ ^ 
a supple, quiet ride. 



Neon's available 
anti-lock braking 
system provides 
for 60-0 braking 
in as little as 
140 feet, at a 
very impressive 
3.2 seconds* 




Dcxlge Neon 1^ Different 



Starts at H2,000 Nicely equipped m,770" 
800-4-A-DODGE or www.4adodge.com 

*Braking pcrfonnance will vary depending on vehicle, road, and wealher conditions. 
"MSRPs after 51.000 ca.ih allowance exclude tax. Always use seat belts 
Remember a backseat is the safest place for children. 
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READER STATS: Breakdown of this month's letters 



20% Perplexed subscrit>ers who wonder why we put 'Chris Gaines' on the cover 

82% Middle-aged X-Men fanatics who think Trent Reznor looks like he's projecting a force field 

83% Nine Inch Nails listeners who think The Fragile is a *wild, zany ride through the spectrum of pop and sultry R&B' 

60% Rap-rock mooks furious that we call them "rap-rock mooks' 

20% Rap-rock mooks threatening to sic Kom drummer/Calvin Klein model David Silveria on our wack asses 

.01% Irate readers accusir)g us of sexism because of the anti-mooks article, which they obviously didn't bother to read 



33% Suffragettes who think Sharon Osboume is cooler than Kim Deal 

10% "Taint* supporters who don't agree that the entire butt is 'Body Part of the Year" 

10% Disgusted puritans shocked by the booty photo, proclaiming, 'K was so realistic I could smell tootsl' 

•% Budding editors who suggest 'The Last Party' should have been titled 'Abercrombie A Bitch' 

3% Suspicious know-nothings who wonder whether we made up "Kruder & Dorf meister* 

5% Bland-music fans outraged that Paula Cole's latest opus didn't make our 1999 Top 20 

50% Smug fanboys/girls who brag, "I have so heard every album in 'The Ten Best Records You Didn't Hear" 

80% Hanson newsgroup members "responding" to something we never printed 



9% l^nt fiends still suffering from the demise of tt>e slanty A's 



I I L 



_L 
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involved. The incidents were a clear 
demonstration of what happens 
when thousands are penned up 
without adequate food, water and 
toilet facilities. Would it have made a 
huge difference if the Backstreet 
Boys had been up there? No. Would 
the rapes and assaults against 
women have stopped if Limp Bizkit 
hadn't been playing? I don't think so. 

The article also talks about how 
the whole grrrl-pop movement 
seems to have ended with all of the 
music out now. Rather than being 
angry at the male bands who've 
made it huge, the new women in 
rock should work on getting there 
themselves. There is not one female 
rock star I can look up to. What 
happened to the ruthless, I'm-not- 
letting-any-man-get-me-down sort 
of female rock stars? When one 
comes around, I'll be proud of 
women in rock. I'm sorry, but Lilith 
Fair doesn't cut it for all female rock 
fans. I hope there will be a female 
rap- rock band to do an answer 
song to 'Nookie.' 
Samantha Snow 
Fresno, California 



Shut the Door, Baby, Don't 
Say a Word 

In the January Backstage Pass col- 
umn, you mentioned Mark McGrath's 
intoxicated onstage escapades. 
I witnessed his drunken bullshit 
firsthand at a show at the University 
of West Virginia last summer. He 
was shit-faced and insulted the 
crowd with a string of profanities 
and Southern incest references, 
including singing the banjo theme 
from Deliverance. After several fans 
tried to pert him writh crushed beer 
cans and water bottles, he responded, 
"That's why your football team 
sucks— y'all can't hit shit." He then 
challenged one fan in front to a fight 
while hiding behind several hulking 
security drones. 

Beep- 1 4:59 just hit 1 5:00. See 
you on Where Are They Now?, 
asshole. 
Bob Dymarcik 
Virginia Beach, Virginia 

Culture Shock 

As a historian of Native American 
material culture, as well as an Emmy 
Award-winning costume designer 



for film and television, my reputation 
relies greatly on the integrity of my 

designs and materials. Thus, I waa 
shocked when I saw the photo that 
your magazine published ["Central 
Reservation," Exposure, January). It 
depicted one of my Apache sacred 
'doming of age' ceremonial ponchos 
in a metal barn, on a model who 
looked both stoned and pregnant, 
holding a black hose gushing 
water-an almost pornographic 
suggestion. This represents a total 
lack of cultural and ethnic sensitivity 
that demeans and trivializes a sacred 
garment and the ceremony it is 
intended for. Had I known that the 
fashion department was so ignorant 
of Indian ceremonial clothing, 
I never would have consented to 
the shoot. 
Cathy Smith 
Santa Fe, New Mexico 

Edttorlal Fashion Director Jason 
Farrer replies: It was not Spin's 
intention to disrespect or degrade 
Ms. Smith 's work. I saw this page 
as an opportunity to feature a 
culture that is too often ignored by 



the media. It is Spin's policy to 
allow creative freedom for //le 
photographers and visual teams 
who work for the magazine 's 
fashion department. There was no 
intention to make the image 
pornographic. I regret, however, 
that this turned into an embarrassing 
situation for Ms. Smith. 

Size Matters 

I've been subscribing to Spin for 
several years, but in the past few 
years I've felt overwhelmed by the 
size of your magazine. It's always 
so big that every time I see it in my 
mailbox, I think, "Well, I see all my 
free time is going into this." Fortu- 
nately, your new size doesn't make 
my stomach turn— I like the way it's 
slimmed down and to the point. 
Here's hoping this is a sign of good 
things to come in 2000. 
Douglas Levy 
Farmington Hills, Michigan 

Who the hell decided to shrink Spint 
Since I'm only getting 90 percent of 
what I did before, can I expect a 10 
percent refund? 
Steve Solomon 
Ontario, Oregon 

Corrections 

In January's Backstage Pass cof- 
umn, the title of MC Paul Barman 's 
Postgraduate Work £P was incor- 
rectly referred to as Enter Pan-Man. 

In the March issue, the photo of 
the Smashing Pumpkins on page 
145 should have been credited 
to Yelena Yemchuk. Spin regrets 
the error. 

write Going Postal, Spin, 205 Lexlnston 
Av«., Huw York, NY 10016, or amall 
golfigpostal9iplnmao.com. Always 
Include your full name and phone 
number for verification. Letters may 
be edited for length and clarity, 

Want a back Issue of Spin? Cite the 
Issue by month and year, Include your 
address, and send credit card Info, 
check, or money order lor $7 ($• Inter- 
national) to: ISt-SPIN, 30 Montgomery 
SL, Jersey City, NJ 07302. Please allow 
four to six weeks for delivery. You may 
also call (800) M4-«74« or email your 
requests to isl@wwmag.com. 
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Hey, watch the hands, guys: Pearl Jam's Eddie Vedder surts a Los Angeles crowd in 1992. 




In 1 985, Spin was founded to fill a vacuum in music journalism, witfi a premise that the 
underground was as interesting as the pop charts, that smart and passionate music 
fans deserved smart and passionate music writing, that there was a need for on antidote 
to the smiley-faced, brown-nosed rock'n'roll coverage everywhere else in the media. 
Fifteen years later, these ideals are still at the heart of every issue. 

I So to honor this landmark anniversary, what follows is a look back at Spin's greatest hits 

~ (and some of our greatest misses); a decode-ond-a-haif of shining moments, of metaiheods 

1 and riot grrrls and B-boys, of politics and youth culture, outrageous admissions and 

2 compromising positions. Like our cover boys the Beasties would say, this issue's got more 
s stories than J.D.'s got Salinger. Bring that beat back.... 

IJtn ANN:VE»S<VP¥ ISSUE SPIN 61 



MADONNA 

"I HRVe TH6 MOST P€RF€CT 6€LLV BUTTON: AN INNV, AND THeR€'5 NO LINT IN IT I NCVeR 
UUORe n J6UU€L IN MV (3€LLV, BUT IF I DID IT UUOULD B€ RUBV OR HN CMERnLD LUHCN 
I STICK MV FING€R IN MV B€LLV BUTTON, I F€eL R N€RVe IN TH€ C€NT€R OF MV BODV 
SHOOT UP MV SPIN€. IF 100 BCLLV BUTTONS ljU€Re LIN€D UP RGRINST R UURLL I COULD 
DCFINITeiV PICK OUT UUHICH ON6 IS MINC' -MfiDONNfl, 1985 



MATERIAL GIRL 

lillt.l: I lir liisl i'\lr,i\ lliiii^^ 1 c'\i;r iHiiighl— lliiil I liHl rrally 

Uiiillv ill)iMit hllviriH— was a colorlA'. I i\vvi:r liad a 1A' lirlnnr in 
Wtf si-vm yoars llia( I had livi!(l in Ximv York. VVhi'ti I ■•icvv up 
I (lidn'l n\ en liavi! c:oliir'l'V. I alsii j-ol a \ l IS iiiai liiiir and a |>usli- 
i)iill(>n ririnoli' coiilrol. 

IIIHK: I ran ini rcdililc painliiv^s. I inosllv Inn All Dccd and 
Al l NoMi can, hut I also liavi' pii'ccs l)> KimIIi I lai iiii;. )(iaii-Mi(;h(!l 
Hascinial. and sninc iillini arli.sl.s (li niv ayi! i;niii|), Miinry'sa ^as. 
"Mali-rial dirl" makes mi! vvanl lo throw up. liarl. 

Don't look back: Madonna In 1985. 



BOY TOYS 

limri: I wish I vxas a iniiiion dirirrniil piMipIr so I l oiild Slav w ilh 
«!ai;h lioyfriimd w liili! movinf- on to anolhnr onr. I ji-arn mori'. 
want morn, and siiddnnly (hat person isn't iinoni-li. rhn piohli-m 
is, altrr you start to lovi: soiiiiionr. vou start lo hurl Ihnni. I ynl 
intcii'sti'd ill soni<'l)od\ idsi' and I latch iin lo thai inlnn^sl lo ijul 
nil' Ihioiinh Ihc'olhi'ronr. Il s.iw lully p.iiiiliil. Iiiil ifirii I havi; 
this new miy to look forward lo. 

1!IH,-.: I'm attrai:lcd to hums. VVhon I went lo I'aris, I hunj; out 
with .Mf-wiansand Vli!tnami!s«!Huys who didn't have johs. w ho 
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Desporately seeking mousfie; Madonna in her biack-rubber-bracelet pha« 



just drove around on motorcycles and terrorized everyone. I've 
always been attracted to people like that, because they're rebels 
and they're irresponsible and they challenge the norm. I try to 
rehabilitate them. I'm just trying to be the mother I never had. 
1996: 1 know the majority of Americans think 1 walk around my 
house, jodhpurs on and carrying a whip, that I eat men for 
breakfast and send out my limousine driver to pick up bushels 
of young men and women. Even really successful, intelligent 
men are fucking scared of me and buy into the hype. There's 
nobody left |to dale). 

DRESS YOU UP 

1985: If I were a girl and knew me, I'd want to dress like me. 
1988: During my first tour, there were all these young girls idoliz- 
ing me and copying my hodgepodge, tongue-in-cheek tart outfits, 
and I couldn't understand whv. Then it finally began to make sense. 
For so long, voung women have been told that there are certain 
ways they mustn't look if they want to get ahead in life, and there 
I was dressing in a forbidden way and obviously in charge of my 
life and career. I was saying I can look sexy if I choose to and still 
be smart. 

1998: 1 look at pictures of myself 15 years ago or watch myself on 
television and think, "Who is that?" It's like looking at your high 
school graduation picture and you sit there and go, "What a geek! 
Why did I have my hair like that?" 



LIKE A PRAYER 

1985: The reason I'm not a nun is because you can't take your ovm 
name. How could I change my name? I have the most holy name a 
woman can have. 

1996: 1 wouldn't have been a good nun. because I would not have 
wanted to be celibate. I go to church a lot in Miami. 
1998: I've been studying the Cabala, which is the mystical inter- 
pretation of the Torah. For me, yoga is the closest thing to our 
real nature. 

LIVE TO TELL 

1985; I get so much bad press because people associate a girl who's 
successful with a bimbo or an airhead. Sexy boys never get bad 
press. Do you think they 'd bug Prince if he pulled out his dick 
onstage? If I ever did something like that, I'm the slut of the year. 
1996: All societies are male-dominated— poor people, rich peo- 
ple, anv racial group, thev're all dominated bv men. A strong 
female is going to threaten everybody across the board. 
1998: Getting the shit kicked out of me on a regular basis is a very 
humbling experience. From the very beginning of my career, peo- 
ple have been writing shit about me and saving, "She's a one-hit 
wonder, she'll disappear after a year." Maybe that's all been a 
good thing, because I've never felt like my shit didn't stink. 

19B5 INTERVIEW BY SCOTT COHEN; 1988, KRISTINE McKENNA; 1896, 
BOB GUCCIONE iR.; 1998, BARRY WAITERS 
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BEASTIE BOYS 



"OBVIOUSLV TH€R6 RRG MOMGNTS IN TH€ PAST THAT VOU LOOK BRCK AT AND CRING€- 
THING5 THAT AR6 SO FAR ALLB/ FROM LUHAT I LUANT TO PUT OUT TH6R6 NOliJ. BUT 
IT'S ACTUALLV A PRIVIL6G6 TO B6 ABL6 TO CHANG6 AND TO 86 MAKING RGCORDS THAT 
R€FL€CT THAT CHANG€."-MIK€ D, 1998 
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i "YOU REALLY COULDN'T 
DOUBT THEIR 
LEGITIMACY 'CAUSE 
THEY WERE DOWN 
WITH RUN-D.M.C, 
AND THE BEATS WERE 
RIGHT AND AS LONG 
AS THEY TALKED 
ABOUT WHITE BOYS 
AND BEER. WHO 
COULD KNOCK THEIR 

TOPICS?"— CHUCK D 



0^ 



ussell Simmons (cofounder, Def |am Records and 
Rush Management): I met the Beasties at [Man- 
hattan's) Danceteria [in the mid-'80s). They were 
wearing red sweat suits with stripes, red Pumas, 
and do-rags. They were assholes. 
Adam "MCA" Yauch: We started playing real 
shows, opening for Kurtis Blow or the Fat Boys. 
One time Russell put us in a limousine and sent us out to the 
Encore club in Queens. We were definitely the only white people 
for miles, and we were getting out of, like, a stretch limousine. 
How much more obnoxious and conspicuous could we have 
possibly been? 

Bill Adler (former Def Jam publicist): The Encore was just a 
ridiculous fucking crack house. All of Russell's goodwill couldn't 
keep this crowd from being skeptical. The turntables blew up. 
D.M.C. (member, Run-D.M.C): Russell was like, "Yo, when you 
meet these guys, they're gonna bug you out— these white guys are 
ill." The first time I met 'em. I thought 1 was on Candid Camera. 
Chuck D (member, Public Enemy): They came out to our radio 
show at WBAU (in Long Island], trying to prove to the rap mar- 
ket that they were viable white kids. You really couldn't doubt 
their legitimacy 'cause they were down with Def Jam and Run- 
D.M.C., and the beats were right. And as long as they talked about 
white boys and beer and stuff like that, who could 
knock their topics? 

Yauch: One day Russell came in and said, "Hey, guess 
what— Madonna's manager called. Do you guys want 
to go on tour with her?" 

Scott Jarvis (engineer/coproducer, Polly Wog Stew): 

I was the tour manager for Madonna's Virgin Tour, 
being old enough to rent a car being my main 
qualification. Mike D demanded hotels with pools. 
I remember Russell saying, 'Either it works or let's get 
thrown off the tour in as big a style as we can." 
Adam "Ad-Rock" Horovitz: It was great for Madonna 
in a way, because we were so awful that by the time she 
came onstage the audience had to be happy. 
Madonna: They were very bad boys. The audience 
always booed them, and they always told everyone to fuck off. 
I couldn't understand why everyone hated them. 
Yauch: Russell said. "They're going to kick you off the tour." I went 
into Madonna's dressing room and was, like, "You know, we 
really like being on the tour. Can we stay?" It worked. 
Madonna: I think I made out with Adam Yauch once. 
Adler: I saw them at Madison Square Garden, plawg for 15,000 
twelve-year-old Madonna wannabes. The Beasties went on grab- 
bing their dicks, throwing beer around, jumping around like wild 
men. and doing it with complete bravado. They were booed the 
entire time. 1 thought. These guys are great. 

-ALAN UOHT, "THE STOirr OF YD,- SCPTCMaeR 1»M 
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he crucial difference between the Beastie Boys and say. 
3rd Bass, or Young Black Teenagers, or Vanilla Ice, is that 
they don't use hip-hop to lament their plight as rejects 
from white society, or as a plea for acceptance from 
blacks, but as a way of questioning (sending up?) the whole obses- 
sion with group identity. What does it mean to wrap yourself in the 
hoodie of race or religion? Does it really keep you warm at night? 

"Vlaybe I'm weird or whatever." says Mike D, "but the whole 
thing is about constantly redefining identity. Like, the second 
issue of Grand Royal is a lot about questioning what was in the 
first issue. And to me. that's the best thing that could possibly be 
happening, an ongoing self- and group-critique." 

Instead of being defensive about their so-called privileged 
lineage, the Beastie Boys have always shot it full of holes from 
both sides. With their hardcore shenanigans and their yowling 
about Betty Crocker and Colonel Sanders over samples of Led 
Zeppelin and Black Sabbath (who, as good punks, they hated) on 
Licensed to IIPs "Rhv-min' and Stealin'," they affectionately 
harshed on white-trash culture, which was as foreign (or close) 
to their experience as black culture. In many ways, their "white- 
ness" is just as constructed as their "blackness." 

And of course, there's the Jewish issue, relevant because of hip- 
hop's insistent anti-Semitic nattering, usually via the Nation of 
Islam's endorsement of such viciously fallacious tracks as Protocols 
of the Learned Elders ofZion. "Our Jewishness was never part of 
our upbringing at all," Yauch says. "I think all of us came from fami- 
lies with one Jewish parent and one Catholic parent, anyway." 
"No Cathohcs in my family," Mike D demurs. 
"I thought your mother was," Yauch says. "Where did she come 
from?" 

'The Bronx— straight out. South muthafuckin' Bronx!" 

"I guess I don't know what these guys' religious backgrounds 
are, and that's probably because none of us ever really discussed 
Judaism, as you're now seeing here," Yauch says. "All I knew was 
that every year or so, my mom would take me out to a seder and 
my Uncle Freddy would scream, 'Pass the matzoh,' and I didn't 
know what the fuck was going on. 

"But one thing that's true and cool is that I get a lot of Jewish 
kids coming up to me feeling pride and strength from what we're 
doing. And I definitely don't wanna take anything away from that. 
When we first started MC'ing, I was coming from a real 
ignorant perspective. I didn't understand how jazz had come 
from black culture and then become absorbed into mainstream 
society and how the same thing happened with rock'n'roll. Or 
how the process just repeated itself with us and hip-hop. When 
people pointed it out, it definitely humbled me quite a bit. 

"See. I don't think there's just a young, black male identity 
crisis. The whole fucking planet's trying to figure out who they are 
and why they're here. And so are we." 

-CHARLES AARON, "BOYCHIKS IN THE HOOOIE,' JULY 19M 
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urt Cobain tends to go to extremes when dis- 
cussing the abuse he's taken from the main- 
stream media. His outrage borders on a perse- 
cution complex, but the press has left him 
feeling terminally unprotected, his day-to-day 
life and love compromised in ways he never 
. imagined. He's horrified about ridiculous 
rumors concerning a recent trip to New 'i'ork Cit%'. where he and 
his uife. Courtney Love, were supposedly so high they were puk- 
ing in a cab, accidentally leaving little daughter Frances Bean 
behind in the backseat when they got out. The story continues 
with the cabby drinng around for hours not kno\vlng there was 
a baby in the car. 

"It's like the Rod Stewart semen story." I tell him. "You're a 
part of modern folklore.' 

"Geez." Cobain says. "1 could live with that. Kurt Loder saving. 
'There was a half gallon of semen found in Kurt Cobain's stom- 
ach.' That at least is funny." 

Notoriety doesn't really bother bassist Krist Novoselic. but he 
does feel a certain awkwardness when he meets people. "If you 
introduce yourself they say. '1 know who you are.'" he says. "And 
if you don't, they think you're arrogant." Drummer Dave Grohl 
says that while stardom is sometimes hard for him, it's always hell 
for Cobain. "a load of shit on his mind that he doesn't deserve." 

"I really miss being able to blend in with people," Cobain says 
wearily. "It's just been lately that I could even handle being recog- 
nized." He describes an incident at a recent Melvins 

show in Orange County, California. "One by one, 
these drunk, sarcastic twent>'something kids would 
come up to me and say, 'Aren't you in the B-32S?' Just 
trving to start a fight. One guy came up. smacked 
me on the back, and said. Hey, man, you got a good 
thing going, just get rid of your pissy attitude. Get 
off the drugs, and just fucking go for it. man." 

There are times when Cobain yearns to take his 
fans aside and explain the endless complications, 
pressures, and compromises of stardom, prove to 
them that in his heart he's still the same lonely 
Aberdeen, Washington, kid whose life was irrevo- 
cably bettered by punk rock. Once in a while he doesn't have to. 
"There were these, like, ten-year-old kids at a Butthole Surfers 
concert," he says. "They had green hair, they were skater punks 
who made their own T-shirts with their favorite bands written on 
them. I could tell we had some kind of impact on them, and so had 
punk rock, because they didn't want autographs. They just 
wanted to shake our hands and say thanks. I get a thrill meeting 
kids who are into alternative music. To be that advanced at that 
age makes me so envious." 

Cobain is clearly pleased that he's helped nurture a subculture, 



one that was much less accessible when he was a teen. Still, vvith 
Nirvana's third albimi. In Utero. about to be released, it's knpos- 
sible not to wax nostalgic about life pie-Neverwind, pre-grunge. 

"It was just so much simpler then," Cobain says. "I was just get- 
ting out of this heavT period of depression. I hved in bed for weeks, 
reading Beckett, vniting in my journal. Dave and 1 were living in a 
tiny apartment, eating com dogs and potatoes. The place was a 
mess, cigarette butts everywhere, half-eaten food. Once I even had 
to go the hospital and get hooked up to an IV because of dehydra- 
tion. But as soon as we got to L.A. to record Nevermind, all that 
lifted. It was totally warm and kind of tropical. We stayed in the 
Oakwood Apartments, most of which were filled with Star Search 
mothers and kids. Kind of gross, but it was such a relief. They had 
a weight room, and I cooked fish dinners." He pauses and sighs. 

"This time, [with In Vtero.] it seems like it's taking forever. I feel 
like I'm stuck in a void." 

-OARCEY STEINKE, "SMASHING THEIR HEADS ON THE PUNK ROCK," 
OCTOBER 1»3 

eattle youth bid good-bye to Kurt Cobain on April M), 1994, 
' in true grunge-rock style, bursting the ranks of a quickly 
I organized public vigil and leaping into a giant fountain 
that flanks the Flag PaviUon. As the hastily erected loud- 
speaker system blasted Nirvana's "Serve the Servants," an esti- 
mated 5,000 kids poured over the fountain, plugging up the spig- 
ots, lifting their middle fingers to the skies, and howling with gleeful 





BLUE IN THE FACE NevemM was approaching the top of the 

charts, the barxJ was in ttie rrxjst of a widely publicized tout and Nirvana were 
to appear on the cover of a national magazine (Spin's January 1992 issue). 
For ctEd-minded punk rockers, these were confusing developments. Hence, 
Kurt Cobain decided just prior to the Spin photo shoot to dunk the top third 
of his body into a hotel bathtub filled with blue dye. "His skin from the neck 
up was completely blue," says photographer Greg V\feiermann. "It looked really 
scary' Even after convincing Cobain to don sunglasses and some ttiick pan- 
cake makeup, tensions ran high. 'I asked Kurt to fold his arms a little bit,' 
says Watermann. "and he said, 'Fuck that — Metallica iold their arms!' " 



rage. Weeping girls wore beauty-pageant-style banners around 
their middles, made out of yellow plastic police line do sot cross 
tape, the same kind that had blocked the driveway to Cobain's 
home three days earlier. Shirtless boys with the letters k-u-r-d-t 
dripped on their skins in melted wax— in several cases, over scabby 
razor cuts— stood atop the fountain, moshing to the music and occa- 
sionally tossing people into the arms of the masses below. 
Elsewhere, mourners svTnbolically burned their flarmel shirts. 

It was a moment of spontaneous, paganistic catharsis. And if 
ever there was anv doubt in Cobain or his detractors' minds that 
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Nirvana's mass audience did not understand his message— that, 
as Cobain once worried in the liner notes of Incesticide. it was 
comprised of metal-headed morons with no sense of his 
message— the vigil at Seattle Center dispelled that notion. As the 
sun set over the city, the crowd led itself in one final chant 
directed at Cobain's memory. Defiant, anarchic, and funny, the 
word that they shouted— the denial that Cobain had asked them 
for— was "asshole." Asshole, asshole, asshole. 

As the word wafted upward, you couldn't help but feel that 
somewhere Cobain was smiling, because the little girls and boys 
had understood. "The fact is. I can't fool any of you." Cobain had 
written in his suicide note, which had been broadcast to this 
crowd a half hour earlier via a powerful, obscenity-laced appear- 
ance by a weeping Courtney Love. It read, in part. "I feel guilty 
beyond years the manic roar of the crowd doesn't affect me as 
much as it did Freddie Mercury. Sometimes I feel as if 1 should 
have a punch-in time clock before I walk out onstage. I've tried 
everything to appreciate it and I do.... Thank you from the pit of 
my burning nauseous stomach for your concern and your letters 
during the last years." 

Love interrupted her reading several times to cast asides at 
Cobain's "letter to the fuckin" editor." calling him a "fucker." a 
"sad. sensitive, unappreciative Pisces-Jesus man." and the note 




it-self ""bullshit." ""The fact is I can't fool you." Cobain wrote, "^ny of 
you. The worst crime is faking it." Love, in a voice soaked with 
tears, replied, "No. the worst crime is leaving." 

-GINA ARNOLD. -INTO THE BLACK,' JUNE 1M4 

ecause we don't beUeve in God. because we don't beheve 
in politics, because some of us come from less-than-ideal 
I families, we insist in indulging in a warped, presumptu- 
ous romanticism of pop-culture figures that is unfair, 
unsatisfying, and destructive, .And we never wise up. The most 
vixid image I have of Kurt Cobain is from a 1993 Nirvana show at 
New York Citii''s Roseland, On a big stage, bare except for wiry red 
roses poking up here and there, he stood stoicallv before a sold- 
out moshing mob. sounding better than ever but looking totally 
defeated. The room became a free-for-all as the band played 
"Smells Like Teen Spirit." and a barrage of debris flew toward 
the stage— bottles, boots, flannel shirts. Cobain never flinched, 
screaming as if locked in a trance, a professional punk going 
through the motions because we wanted him to. The barrier 
between performer and audience was like a Berlin Wall: he 
mu.st've felt like an idiot for ever trying to jump over. We were 
lucky to have him for as long as we did. 

-CHARLES AARON. -KURT COBAIN,' DECEMBER 1M4 



Fudge-packin'. crack-smokin', Satan-worshipin' iriottierfkers: Nirvana play a Sub Pop showcase in 1989. 
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is discussing tiie most recent home improvements 
to the trio's New Jersey bachelor pad. When I ask if 
it's always a men-behaNnng-badly mess. Rockefeller 
is mortally offended. "No, we're real clean!" he 
insists. He points to my notepad. "Stress that." 

"Yo!— stress the neatness," Biggie concurs. 

We drive aimlessly for hours, with B.I.G. break- 
ing the occasional interview lull with a pro- 
vocative question pulled out of the blue: 'Have 
you ever wished you was someone else?"; "Did you 
ever want to be black?"; and, strangely, "Have 
you ever been in a situation where you had to su|> 
port a man?" We stop at a red light and sit in silence 
as Rockefeller selects the next CD. Biggie pivots 
sideways and props his chin on the headrest, fix- 
ing me with bloodshot, bassett-hound eyes. "Have 
you ever been lonely." he asks softly, "like talking- 
to-yourself lonely?" 

"Why. have you?" I respond. He starts to speak, 
but the suddenly deafening music interrupts him 
and he turns away. I already knew the answer. 

There's always a divide between an artist's public image 
and private life, but for Biggie Smalls (a.k.a. Christopher Wal- 
lace), that gap is wider than his size 14EEE feet. In his videos, 
he's the overweight lover Heavy B., a gun-toting Diamond Jim 
Brady with a street-soldier stare. He's gotten more media 
attention for his blood feud vrith Tupac Shakur— who accused 
Biggie of setting up his 1994 robbery/shooting and later boast- 
ed of boning Biggie's estranged wife. R&B star Faith Evans— 
than for his platinum 1994 debut. Ready to Die. his hit side 
project with Junior M.A.F.I.A., or his production work on Lil' 
Kim's solo debut, Hardcore. Gat-talkin' and booty-slappin'. 




AT LARGE Who kHled the Notorious B.I.G.? Three years after Christopher Wallace was shot outside 
L.A.'s Petersen Automotive Museum in March 1997, Los Angeles Fblice Department investigators have 
made little significant headway, to the consternation of family and fans. According to recent reports in the 
Los Angeles Times, police theorize that Wallace was murdered at the order of Marion "Suge" Knight, 
founder of Death Row Records, whiose star rapper, Tupac, was slain six months earllec (The LAPD declined 
comment.) The Times, citing confidential police documents, named two suspects: ex-LAPD officer 
David A. Mack, currently serving a 14-year prison sentence for bank robbery, and Amir Muhammad, a col- 
lege friend of Mack's. Police suspect Knight of ordering the hit from his L.A. County jail cell, wfiere he is 
serving a nine-year sentence for parole violation. (Knight and Mack deny the allegations.) The evidence 
thus far is largely circumstantial — meaning authorities may be no closer today to making an arrest than 
they were just moments after the murder happened. 




he's a ruffneck you'd be crazy to fuck with, in every sense of 
the phrase. He was once arrested for chasing down two smart- 
aleck fans and smashing the windows of their taxi with a base- 
ball bat. But up close. Biggie's girth is more cuddly than impos- 
ing. Then there's his speaking voice, a far cry from his rough 
rapping bellow— at 24, he still sounds like a little kid with the 
slightest hint of a lisp. And here he is now, cheerily offering 
everyone a Mentos. 

"With big folks." he says, "either people think you look mean 
or it's more of a jolly Santa Glaus, "Oh, he's just a pudgy little 
teddy bear pillow.' I'm basically different things to different 
people. If it's a guy, I'm a probably have my guard up because 
it's a street rule that when men come around that I don't know, 
I just immediately throw shade on them. But I don't associate 



"!'!! be missing you': Mourners line the streets for Biggie's funeral procession in 1997. 

with fellas all that much; if it's a girl— a beautiful girl- 1 be nice." 
He fields several calls from both Evans, the mother of his 
one-year-old son. and Lil' Kim, with whom he's had an on-again, 
off-again affair for several years (even during his marriage). The 
former girlfriends recently squared off at the Apollo Theatre, but 
Biggie has managed to stay out of the fray— sort of. Evans rings him 
on the cell phone, and they're soon arguing in the coded language 
of exes. "I'm going to hang up, okay?" Biggie says with a studied 
mix of gentleness and exasperation. "I don't want you to think I'm 
hanging up too fast and get all mad." 

He's the kind of person who often makes you want to shake 
him by the shoulders and shout. "Come on. you 
know better than that." It's this tension— between 
hardness and vulnerability, between blind accep- 
tance of street codes and a searching intellect, 
between getting over and reaching out— that 
makes him such a significant figure. When Ready 
to Die dropped at the height of gangsta rap's 
blank-faced stare, it wasn't just the catchy mix of 
hardcore beats and R&B velvet that alerted both 
homeboys and critics. It was the emotional hon- 
esty of a former drug dealer who copped to the 
guilt and shame, as well as the gritty glamour, 
behind "keeping it real." "Back in the day. our 
parents used to take care of us / Look at them 
now / They're even fuckin' scared of us." he rapped, pointing 



the finger of blame both ways. 




-SiA MICHU. -LAST EXIT FROM BROOKLYN,- MAY 1M7 

y favorite memory of Biggie is when we were at the 
Soul Train Awards in L.A. [in '95], and just as we 
were about to perform, he said his shoes weren't right 
I for his suit. The show is being filmed live for TV, our 
set is a SlOO.OOO production, everybody's waiting, and Biggie 
wants different shoes. So I get on my hands and knees, begging 
him please. Finally he trades shoos with a bodyguard, and while 
we're onstage, I'm laughing inside like, I can't believe this mother- 
fucker! This is my man. and he crazy r 

-PUFF DADDY, SePTEMBER 1M7 
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Days of beer and poses: Replacements Paul Westerberg. Bob Stinson. Chris Mars, and Tommy Stinson in 1985. 
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THE REPLACEMENTS 

o me. the soul of rock'n'roll is mistakes. In general, music 
that's flawless is usually uninspired. The people who go 
with the flow and make the mistakes and turn that into 
something special are the ones with guts— that's what 
we've always tried to do. People who play it safe have no 
business playing rock'n'roll." 

-PAUL WESTERBERG. AUGUST 1S91 

ittlng on a small island in the middle of a frozen Min- 
neapolis lake. Bob Stinson is a shaky defense for the rock 
lifestyle. Heineken propped up in the snow, thrift-store 
suit jacket pulled tight against the 10-degree cold, he 
blows his nose into the wind and belches. An unrepentant alco- 
holic for more than ten years, Stinson insisted that we buy a si.x- 
pack and do the interview^ out here, near where the speedboats 
race in the summer. "It's completely untouched by screwups." he 
marvels, bloodshot eyes squinting into a bright blue midday sky. 

Still best known as an ex-Replacements guitarist more than six 
years after being fired from the band he started in his mom's 
house. Stinson is harshly defined by the past. Every other 
Replacement, including his replacement, guitarist Bob "Slim" 
Dunlap. will release an album this year. Meanwhile. Stinson. 33 
and holding on. is an unemployed cook, divorced, killing time in 
a youthfully Stones-y bar band and living in a dorm-style apart- 
ment wallpapered with rock posters (limmy Page. Ace Frehley) 
and Madonna pinups. A pink dress, a relic of Replacements past, 
hangs on a broken mic stand. 

Long before Kurt Cobain s bank card became an indie-rock tal- 
isman, the Replacements were self-destructively struggling with 
the postpunk myth of "selling out" (they refused to even show their 
faces for their first video. 1986's "Bastards of Young"). The band 
flaunted their volatile dynamic. Stinson. a burly, gentle Yes fan 
who favored Salvation Army frocks, played Shakes the Clown to 
VVesterberg's half-assed Pagliacci. Grinning like a vagrant crash- 
ing an office party, he would petulantly refuse to play a solo, then 
spew out some grosslv beautiful racket that was equal parts Kiss 
baby-food-metal. Robert Quine art-mangle, and pure-pop trash. 
Westerberg— a moody fuckup much like Stinson— would 
inevitably smirk and cigarette-rasp a heart-wrenching, no-future- 
in-frontin' chorus. His best songs ("Shiftless When Idle," "Color 
Me Impressed," "Unsatisfied") scripted the self-deprecating 
middle-class vulnerability of the '80s just as sharply as Dylan 
sketched the pretentious middle-class dreams of the '60s. Stin- 
son's half-brother Tommy, only 11 when he joined as bassist, struck 
airborne rock poses and flashed his I'm-too-young-to-know-better 
glance at college girls. Chris Mars, a dead ringer for an ABC After- 
school Special "lonGT," hunched over his drums, slight frame 
driving away like somebody was chasing him. There was never 
much tawdry glamour with the Replacements, just raw nerves. 

But as boredom and fear of semi-fame crept up on the band, 
they more often sputtered through a schlock-block of stunted 
covers ("Detroit Rock City." "Smokin' in the Boys' Room") like 
janitors throwing a smoke bomb down the toilet. Night after night, 
they heckled themselves: It's a filthy job, but somebody's gotta 
screw it up. And Bob. the band's most recklessly troubled member, 
became a symbol of how rock dangles redemption and then 
laughs in your face when it's snatched away. 

He is offhandedly brutal about his risks and disappointments: 
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The man, the icon, the ascot: James Brown salutes the Godfather of Soul in Dallas. 1986. 



"You know. I'd really like to meet myself .sometime. I'd probably 
beat the shit out of myself for letting opportunities go by." 

The Stinson family definitely was "no Leave It to Beaver." as 
Bob puts it. Mom. now seven years sober, was an alcoholic 
throughout his childhood. His father, a drinker who left when Bob 
was two. has no contact with the family. Tommy's dad. his 
mother's longtime boyfriend, is dead. Bob was pulled out of ninth 
grade for being "incorrigible and self-destructive" and traveled 
through the entire juvenile system. "The last group home I was at 
was where I learned to drink, get good drugs, and play guitar, all at 

the same tiine," he savs. 

When Bob returned to the family. Tommy became his personal 
project. "He was throwing stones through gas-station windows 
and shit like that, and mv mom said. 'Something's got to be done.' " 
So Bob bought his brother an amp and appointed him bass player 
nf Dogbreath. Bob and Chris Mars' first band. Eventuallv. Tommv 
left school, also in the ninth grade, to play with them full-time. The 
Stinson brothers have coe.xisted uneasily— sometimes not com- 
municating for a year at a time since Bob was dumped from the 
Replacements In 1986. reportedly for e.xcessive drug use and his 
unwillingness (or inabilitv) to learn the more "mature" material 
being written bv VVesterberg. 

E.\pectations for the Replacements raged after 1984 's Let It Be— 
a perfectlv torn flannel shirt of '60s garage-pop.'TOs blues-metal, 
and BOs hardcore— as did doubts about Bob. In 1989. VVesterberg 
said. "(Bob) believed the image we played with onstage. He didn't 
understand. 'Oh. we gotta play some music, too." Here was the 
readilv embraced mythology: Bob was a balls-to-the-wall slob 
holding back the band's aesthetic development. But what Bob 
embodied, and what VVesterberg would not admit (except in his 
songs), was a specifically postpunk burden of truth. Like it or not. 
the Replacements' brilliance became tangled up with their pathos. 
They rocked because they fell pathetic. But then they still felt 
pathetic, so VVesterberg's aching ballads about stunted hopes were 
even more poignant. After Bob was gone, that dynamic was lost. 

"It was never the same after he left." says Mars. "Once some- 
body got together, like, a thousand cardboard cutouts of Bob's face 




for the show and passed them around for everybodv to put on, 
including Slim. They were protesting— they wanted Bob back." 

-CHARtES AARON, -HOLD MY UFE,' JUNE 1«M 

ob Stinson was found dead of "natural causes" in Feb- 
ruary 1995 in his Minneapolis apartment. Though there 
was a syringe next to his couch, the death was not tech- 
nically the result of a drug overdose. Instead, doctors 
characterized it as complicated by "chemical dependency with 
acute and chronic alcoholism, hepatic cirrhosis, intravenous 
narcotism with recent opiate use. and bipolar affective disor- 
der." A medical examiner put it more concisely: "Even though he 
was 35 years old, his body wore out." 

Once, when we were endlessly traipsing around the snowy 
streets of Minneapolis. Bob tried to explain why he had such a strik- 
ing impact on people— family, friends, fans. Sipping an icy beer, he 
finally said. "The one that's the furthest out is the one that every- 
body lets tlieir heart trust, completely. Completely." Then he stared 
at me hard with an odd combination of pride and bewilderment 
That trust, real or imagined, was something that Bob Stinson felt 
painfully deeply. And he never figured out how to live with it 

-CHARLES AARON, nOPSPtN.- MAY 1935 



JAMES BROWN 




ust as the Fontainebleau Hotel in Miami Beach— with 
its circular stairway, bright colors, and dramatic light- 
ing—looks like it was built by Cecil B. DeMille for a 
clientele of self-made [ewish travelers who wanted to 
be surrounded by evidence of their success, so this Lin- 
coln Continental looks like it was designed with James Brown 
in mind. Once a week, whenever he's in town. Brown dresses 
up and brings one of his many Lincolns to the 
same Augusta. Georgia, car wash, almost like a religious ritual. 
Even though today's Lincoln— the silver-and-grav one— is 
three years old, it still has the price sticker on the window. 
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"WE GO TO THESE 
GODDAMN 
FESTIVALS, AND NO 
GODDAMN BAND 
WIU LOVE US. WE 
GET NO LOVE AT ALL 
WE'RE NOT THAT 
GODDAMN SCARY. 
FOR ONCE IN MY 
LIFE, PLEASE LOVE ME 
I'M IN KORNI" 
—JONATHAN DAVIS 



listing all the extras that went into making it a 825.914 car. 

James Brown is a Ford man. A Ford was the first expensive 
thing he bought with his first big payback. "I wanted a home, but 
a man has to have a way to get around," he says. He would have 
gotten a mobile home, but "I didn't know about things like that in 
those days." 

The first expensive house James Brown bought, right after he 
and his live-in girlfriend. Dessie. broke up, was a 12-room Victori- 
an in St. Albans, Queens. He transformed it into a castle, com- 
plete with moat, drawbridge, and black Santas on the lawn at 
Christmastime. 

James Brown made the world funky in 1965 with 'Papa's Got a 
Brand New Bag." He's not sure whether he wrote it on a napkin 
or toilet paper (he wrote "Sex Machine" on the back of one of his 
concert posters), but he's positive it wasn't on a t\'pewriter. 
Spin: Where do the words to "For Goodness Sokes, Look at 
Those Cakes" come from? fames Brown: From God. 

James Brown's brand-new bag, which he designed himself, 
is made of black vinyl and upholstery and is easily spotted at 
airports. It's a long hanging bag that can be packed faster and 
handled easier than luggage, although he's also got some new, 
flexible baggage made of Naugahyde. He always takes 50 suits 
out on the road, plus capes, shoes, and the rest, and he wears 
something different every show. Each bag might contain up to 
15 costumes and weigh about 75 pounds. Brown's valet and 
announcer. Danny Ray, packs his bags, sometimes as many as 
14 or 15, depending upon the length of the tour and the 
availability of dry cleaners. During an exhausting perfor- 
mance, the Hardest Working Man in Show Business 
usually loses seven to ten pounds, and his soaking- 
wet clothes are no good for the next night. In that 
case, Ray takes them up to the hotel room and hangs 
them out to dry. 

What kind of deodorant do you use? Right Guard. 

Besides the wrestler Gorgeous George, the 
biggest influences on James Brown are Louis Jor- 
dan, Roy Brown, Jackie Robinson ("I'm a Dodger 
fan"), and Joe Louis. Before he was an entertainer. 
Brown wanted to be either a pitcher ("I had a good 
fastball, curve, and knuckler') or a boxer ("2-0-1 in 
three professional fights"). He also could have been 
a professional crapshooter. He once wiped out the 
Isley Brothers and beat the Moonglows for enough 
dough to buy two Cadillacs. 
Who were you in a previous lifetime? Moses. 

One of the great enigmas of the 20th century is the image of a 
relatively short guy with a big process, who exudes more raw 
sexual energy' than any man alive and dances faster than 
seems humanly possible, shaking hands with Richard Nixon. 
Who is your definition of cool? fames Brown. 
Who is your definition of hot? fames Brown. 

James Brown, in the Lincoln, on the way to the airport: "Who 
are you voting for in the presidential race? Don't you like 
nobody? You don't like Bush or Jackson or Dole? Do you like 
Mr. Reagan? Then you are in the wrong company, because you 
Uke nobody. A man who likes nobody, who are you? You like the 
river? I think I'll take you to the river tonight and see how you 
like it. Wash your feet and you be baptized. You're a good per- 
son. Thank you for coming, 1 love you." 

-SCOTT COHEN, -JAMES BROWN," JUNE 1IU 



KORN 



or most bands, the summer festival circuit is little more 
than a time-honored rock'n'roll chore. Its manv draw- 
backs-oppressive heat, short sets, technical night- 
mares—are outweighed only by the sheer volume of the 
audiences and the unique opportunity' these gatherings present 
to bond with fellow pop stars over exclusive-to-rock-star-type 
problems: filing for bankruptcy, the difficulty in scoring Percocet 
overseas. Pilates vs. Ashtanga yoga, etc. But for Kom at the Fuji 
Rock Festival. Japan's biggest annual rock event, it's just high 
school redux— a chance to feel unwanted and out of place. 

Backstage, the band s five members sit in a semicircle, decked out 
mostly in track suits, hair piled in dreads, looking guilti,-— possibly of 
being lower-class white boys from dust)' Bakersfield, California. 
0\'er the course of the two-day festival. Kom bassist Fieldy (a.k.a. 
Reg Arvizu) will pick a fight with a member of Primal Scream bv 
repeatedly insisting. "You look like my Uncle Bob." An hour later, he 
will exasperate Garbage diva Shirley Manson by incessantly stick- 
ing a toy key chain in her face and setting off annoying sounds vnth- 
out a word of explanation. Meanwhile, Korn singer Jonathan Davis 
will yell at Goldie. "Fuck you, dick." when the loquacious junglist 
doesn't recognize him, and he'll hurl insults at nice guys Ben Folds 
Five every opportunity he gets. Even Junkie XL— a friendly dance- 
rock band from Amsterdam— will turn down dinner with Korn 
because they've heard they're a bunch of assholes. 

Kom aren't assholes. They just want some love— and when they 
don't get it, they act out. 

"We go to these goddamn festivals, and no fucking goddamn 
band will love us." the good-naturedly angst-ridden Davis gripes in 
his Tokyo hotel room after a drunken night on the town. "We get 
no fucking love at all. It's like we're in our own little world. We're 
not that goddamn scary. What the goddamn fuck? For once in my 
life, please love me; I'm in Korn!" 

Korn are no longer an underground phenomenon, playing 
heavy, hip-hoj>-conscious, gothic-leaning thrash rock for skate- 
kids and misfits. With the 1998 smash Follow the Leader, Korn 
are now official members of an elite cadre of rock bands vs'ith No. 
1 albums this decade, like Smashing Pumpkins, the Dave 
Matthews Band. R.E.M., and Skid Row. 

But Kom and the elite just don't seem to be mixing. 
"We're nothing like that, man," Davis screams the night before 
the band's Fuji performance, leapingoff his hotel-room chair. 
"Like what?" I ask. 
"Any of that shit!" 
"Any of what shit?" 

"Any shit that's out there. There's so much rehashed shit. You 
see it around us at the festival: musicians fucking hate us. Fuel- 
ing /ia(e us.'" 

"Why is that so important?" 

Davis ignores the question and switches tack. "What can you 
call it?" 

"Call what?" 

"The music. What can you call it? It's like the Clash. What the 
fuck can you call the Clash? Fucking punk, pop, reggae?" 
"People call you heavy," 

"We just want to be heavy," Davis says as if hearing the word for 
the first time. "AU we want to do is bring heavy back into rock'n'roll. 
Because Ben Folds Five suck. It's fucking Cheers music." 

-NEIL SnUkUSS, "PLEASE LOVE THEM: THEY'RE KORN," NOVEMBER 1IM 
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How do you know which home products are right for you? 
Let brandwise.com do the homeworl< for you. 

Finally, there's an easier way to find the right home products for you — 
brandwise.com. Simply select the features or brands most important to 
you, and brandwise.com lets you compare just the products that truly 
meet your needs, brandwise.com gives you unbiased information on 
hundreds of name brand products, with independent lab testing directed 
by the Good Housekeeping Institute. So before you buy, let brandwise.com 
do the homework for you. You'll be the one smiling at the camera. 
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Do not appreciate a good piroshki: NMA's Dr. Dre, DJ Yella, MC Ren, Ice Cube, and Eazy-E in 1989. 



N.W.A 




VV.A have a reservation at New York City's elegant 
Russian Tea Room. By the time their table is ready, 
DJ Yella is in the middle of spilling his third gin 
and pineapple juice down the front of his shirt, 
and he falls to the floor on his way to his seat. "Damn, man, 
you makin" us look bad!" Eazy-E howls. We enter the main 
dining room and become the center of attention for the rest of 
the night. 

Spin: If you had to state an occupation, what would it be? 
Would you consider yourself a "professional nigga"? 
Eazy: Yeah. [Laughing] Professional nigga. That's okay. 
Ren: Everybody that's black's a professional nigga. And any- 
body else that survive all the world's bullshit. 
Dr. Dre: We don't say nigga as a racial thing. Anybody can be a 
muthafuckin' nigga. 

Ren: You got nine white muthafuckas after you with bats and 
guns yelling, "Nigger!"— now that's different. 
Dre: Depends on how you say it. Say it wrong, we fuck you up. 
Who's buying your record? 



Eazy: Everybody. Same ones that listen to metal. Guns N' 
Roses and Metallica and shit like that. People like to hear the 
real shit. The "I don'l give a fuck" attitude. 
Dre: Everybody else doing this peace shit. Nobody wants to 
listen to that. 

Eazy, was your donation to the Republican Senatorial Inner 
Circle and luncheon with George Bush just a publicity stunt? 
Eazy: You know it! Everybody was dumb to that fact. Like 
Spike Lee, little bastard. He thought I was selling out or some- 
thing. I paid S2,500 for a million dollars' worth of publicity! 
I'm not a Republican ora Democrat. 1 don't give a fuck. 1 don't 
even vote. 

And you asked Rodney King to appear on a new version of 
"Fuck Tha Police"? 

Eazy: [Laughing] Rodney King's all fucked up, man! He don't 
know what the fuck's going on! He don't know his ass from a 
hole in the ground! [Group laughter] 

Ren: Muthafuckas criticized us when we did "Fuck Tha 
Police," but they shut the fuck up now. 

Dre: Rodney King didn't help us. The muthafucka that video- 
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taped |his beating] helped us. 

Eazy: (Laughing hystericallv] Without him, Rodnev King 
wouldn't be goddamn shit! 

Yella: (Yelling from the next table over) Hey, Mark! You got a 

sister named Marcia!? 

What? 

Yella: You look like muthafuckin' Greg Brady sittin' down 
there! [Laughter] 

Eazy: Can I have some more bread with the veal shit in it? 

Waiter: The thing I gave you 13,000 of already? 

Dre: This place is wack! Muthafuckas in these monkey suits 

and shit. Muthafuckas ain't being real. 

What are your goals? 

Yella: (Singing) The Bra-dy Bunch! The Bra-dy Bunch! 
[Laughter] 

Eazy: To make money. 
What" U you do with it? 
Eazy: I'd like to buy eternal life. 
What about Yella? Whafs he doing way over there? 
Dre: Yella wanna run a beauty parlor chain across the coun- 
try. He wanna sell vibrators and shit! 
Yella: Fuck all you pussy eaters! 
So. Yella, what are your goals? 

Yella: A house in Memphis, money in the bank, and puss\''. 
Is that all? 

Yella: !^aaaaaaaah. Power! 
What does power bring? 

Yella: Pussy! Money and pussy! An\'thing beside that's 
irrelevant! 

What's the worst thing you've ever done? 
Eazy: You gettin' personal, man. 

I'm just wondering if your raps are written from experience. 
Eazy: A lot of it. Not all mine. I don't know. 
Where do the songs about "killing bitches" come from? 
Eazy: I've seen a lot of shit. I seen a ho get chopped up. Eyes 




WE WANT EAZY in March 1995. not four years after "NlggazAdin- 
ner." 31 -year-old Eric 'Eazy-E" Wright died suddenly of complications from 
AIDS, 11 days after publicly announcing his illness. In addition to founding 
N.WA, he established the rap labiei Ruthless Records, earning multiplatinum 
success with groups like Bone Thugs-N-Harmony and he also led a suc- 
cessful solo career In 1999, his former bandmates reunited for the first 
time in nearly a decade to record the track "Chin Check," which appears on 
thie soundtrack to the Ice Cube film Next Friday. 




The late Eazy-E, 



took out. Legs cut up. 

You ever done anything like that? 

Eazy: I wouldn't say I've done it, hell no. But I'd like to. 

Seriously? 

Eazy: Yeah, [ust to see how it is. I wanna get somebody and cut 
they shit all up and grind it up like hamburger meat and shit. 
Be serious. 

Eazy: I'm serious! Fry that shit up and give it to somebody to 
eat, like a dog or something. 
Is crime a good thing? 
Yella: It's an everyday thang. 
Yella. ever been arrested? 

Eazy: Ask me that. man. I been arrested a gang of times. Drugs, 



assaults, stealing, all kind of shit. 
Ever shot anybody? 

Eazy: Of course. It's nothin'. It's like shootin' a bird with a BB 
gun. I don't feel bad. No conscience. 

If I pissed you off, you wouldn't feel bad about shooting me 
right now? 

Eazy: Gotta piss me off enough to make me wanna fuck you up. 
And you'd shoot me? 
Eazy: And show no shame. 

Ren: Man, hit this muthafucka with a bottle! Damn! You want 
me to hit you with this glass? I hit you if you want me to! 
It'd be nice for publicity. Not now though. Maybe later. 
Ren: I'll grab you like this! (Chokes my neck.] And take your 
shit like this! (Grabs my recorder.] 

Eazy: Wait, wait, wait! Don't fuck his shit up! Wait! Here go a 
perfect example. Homegirl from Pump It Vpl She pissed Dre 
off- 
Dee Barnes? She's suing Dre now. right? 
Eazy: If the bitch can sue. he should just kill her. It's cheaper. 
What did you do? 
Dre: Nothing, man. 

Eazy: You lying! You beat the shit out of her! 
Dre: I was drunk. 

Eazy: I seen everything. He grabbed the bitch by the little 
hair that she had. Threw the bitch to the bathroom door. Pow! 
She hit her head. He just start stompin' on the bitch, I was 
like, "Stop, man! Stop!" (In high female voice] "No, don't! 
No. don't!" (Laughter] Threw the bitch down a flight of 
stairs! (Makes falling-down noise] Bitch didn't even know 
her name! She v\'as fucked up worse than Rodnev King! 
(Laughter] 

Is there a limit to what you'd say or do? 
Eazy: Nah. we don't give a fuck. 
Is that the gimmick? 

Eazy: No gimmick. It's real, I don't give a fuck about nothing. 
But is it just one trick? Bitches, he's, cops, 
and that's it? 

Eazy: Nah. Whatever goes on, we gonna talk 
about it. Like underground reporters. Brings 
home the bacon. 

Dre: That's the bottom muthafuckin' line. 
I met this girl last night— 
Eazy: Did you fuck her? 
No.but- 

Eazy. Well, I don't wanna hear about it, 
[Laughter] 

She's a teacher, and she said the only way to 
get her 12-year-olds to write is to let them transcribe stuff like 
N,W,A, They ask her things like. "How do you spell /uck?" 
and "What's a ho?" 

Eazy: That's good! Teach the little bastards how to do they 
ABC's in rap form, the muthafuckas'll learn faster. 
Ore: "A.. .B... muthafuckin' C." 

Eazy: They'll remember shit like that! Who the fuck wanna 
learn about Africa? 

Ren: I just want them to go buy the record. Fuck "em. 

So you don't feel responsible for the kids that look up to you? 

You don't care about putting out any message? 

Eazy: [Raising his glass| Fuck the world! 

-MARK BLACKWELL, -NiaGAZWINNER,' SEPTEMBER IMI 
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Really, black Lycra did seem quite antifashion at the time: Perry Farrell and Dave Navarro of Jane's Addiction in 1 988. 



JANE'S ADDICTION 

ou shouldn't play music for cheap reasons. To me. 
music is like sperm— you don't just shoot it for anybody, 
unless you really feel it's a magic spot. I've done it. and 
I felt very cheap for doing it. These days, for me, things 
have to be more important than another show at a club, I've gone 
through a whoring stage. That's fine, it's good to learn what it's 
like to be a whore. Then you say, 'Okay, now I'm gonna step up,' 
And I just feel like I can do that now," 

-PERRY FARRELL, AUGUST 1(12 

ane's Addiction are careening through 'Up the Beach,' 
the opening track from Nothing's Shocking, the L,A. 
rockers' second album. The lean, bare torsos of guitarists 
Dave Navarro and Eric Avery shine softly with sweat, 
radiating heat in a converted church, now a cavernous Amster- 
dam club called the Paradiso. Singer Perry Farrell sidles up to the 
microphone, stepping his way through a pile of dolls, religious 
icons, photos, fresh flowers, and other fetishes strewn all over 
the equipment. "Just some of mv favorite stuff." ho savs. He 
doffs his windbreaker after the last strains of "Ain't No Right." 
looking like a gangster in an athletic T-shirt, baggy trousers, 
and suspenders. 

"I am a jew by birth!" he suddenly shouts. It's true: for all 




of 16 years he Uved another life as Perry Bernstein in Flushing. 
Queens; his pop ran a jewelry store in Manhattan. 

"Thanks for hiding my ancestors during the war!" he continues. 
The band members look away, used to this kind of outburst, while 
the Dutch audience is still waiting for a reason to either cheer or 
hiss. "Xo. really, if it weren't for you people. I wouldn't be here 
right now. The folks back home asked me to say tlianks." 

Silence. "Hey. this is not a Nazi look. This is how we looked in 
the concentration camps." More sUence. "That's a joke! My name's 
Perry and I'm into.satanismandsports.That'sanother joke— I don't 
like sports! Guess you don't understand my sense of humor." 

The Dutch journalist standing next to me leans over and savs. 
"Don't think that they don't get these jokes— they do." But how do 
you respond to something like this? Farrell acts almost like he's 
talking to himself. Maybe he is. Then he notices that a man has 
climbed onto a support rod in the upper arches of the church, 
maybe 60 feet above the crowd. He squats there, agitated, acting 
like a monkey. He looks like he's going to jump. 

"Hey!" Farrell shouts. "Do something up there! It either conies 
out your asshole, or it gi\'es you cancer. You might as well laugh it 
outright? Oh. another joke. I think it's funny. But then, I'm dying!" 

A day later, Farrell sits in the window at the infamous Bulldog 
Cafe, firing up a little aluminum foil pipe of the local hash. He's 32. 
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Versace did not supply this outfit: Hole's Courtney Love models the 

1994 '"kinderwhore" look. 

ho has money for tliu lirsl tiimr in liis life, mul he hti.s lug plans. 
For the past lew months, he's been nurturing the idea of an enor- 
mous traveling music and alternative-living festival to be called 
I.ollapalooza. 'It's going to be an annual touring festival across 
.America." he says. "It will last for a month, and it will be a multi- 
media event, using music, art. and militarv discoveries and 
weaponry as fonns of entertainment. 

"I've got many surprises in store." Farrell continues. "Enough 
to make it so. that. like, even if you hated e\ ery band. I don't .see a 
way in hell that you could not find something about the festival 
that you like. And if you don't, then something's wTong with you." 

-DEAN KUIPERS. -CASHING IN.' JUNE 1)91 



HOLE 



magine this: 'You're peaking. At the prime of your life. You've 
finally met somebody of the opposite gender who you can 
write with. That's never happened before in vour life, and 
thLs person's a better WTiter than you. And you're in love, you 
have a best friend, you have a soul-fucking-mate. and you can't 
believe it's happening. And as a bonus he's beautiful. And he's 
rich. And he's a hot rock star. And he's the best fuck who ever 
walked. And he wants to have babies. And he understands everv- 
thing you say. And he completes your sentences. And he's not 
embarrassed about praying: he's not embarrassed about chanting, 
about God. )esus, none of it. And there's even room for you to fix 




him. which you like, 'cause you're a fixer-upper. He's perfect in 
almost every fucking way. The onlv fucking happiness that 1 ever 
had.... And then it all gets taken away." 

-COURTNEY lOVE, FEBRUARY IMS 

Nautica Stage. Cleveland 
August 29. 1994 

ale arms outstretched, offering herself up for crucifixion, 
I or a pie in the face, or a big hug, Courtney Love exclaimed, 
"Fuck with me, fuck with me. It's the only thing I like!" A 
few hoots. A desultory heckle. We were onlv three songs 
into Hole's first American show- since the suicide of Love's hus- 
band. Kurt Cobain. and the heroin overdose of bassist Kristen 
Pfaff: the band's premier gig as opening act for Nine Inch Nails' 
sold-out tour, and already the ride was bimipy. 

Nobody wanted to play Love's codependent game of "I'm rub- 
ber, you're glue, fuck you." The few Hole fans in attendance— high 
school girls huddled together to the right of the mosh pit— were sim- 
ply awestruck. Everybody else acted like the band's appearance 
must be a gesture of mercv. And the setting— a concrete outdoor 
amphitheater in a riverfront mallplex— only further deadened the 
atmosphere. There was no moment of silence for Cobain, as there 
had been at Lollapalooza in Philadelphia, just silent curiosity as 
Love sauntered onstage. Hole immediately roared into "Beautiful 
Son." and mid-song. Love took off her coat with a flourish, reveal- 
ing a clingy gray niinidress and thigh-high stockings. 

Unfortunately, it turned out to be a promising opening to a sor- 
didly sad B-mo\ie. .After the feedback subsided. Love nervously 
blurted out. "You know. I punched a guy on the plane." The crowd 
tittered, confused. "Miss World" was a raggedy mess, and when 
Love changed the coda from. "I am the girl you know / Can't look 
you in eye" to "1 am the girl you want / So sick that I'll just die." it was 
obvious that she was not just nerve-racked but racked in general. 

The crowd grew increasingly impatient, but Love staggered on. 
A guy yelled, "I wanna fuck you. Courtney!" She shot back. 
"I wanna fuck you. too. but only if you're a water sign." The band 
jerked into "Gutless." then, without a word. Love put down her 
guitar, yanked up her top. and began to pose in her black bra. As 
the crowd looked on. stunned, she tore it off. thrust out her chest, 
and slurred, "Now you know why I get all the guys, you fucking 
shitbags." It was like watching yoiu- sister strip for a stag party. 

During "Doll Parts." after moaning. "He only loves those things 
because he loves to see me break" | instead of "them" ). she wobbled 
back from the mic almost punch-drunk. By this lime, the band 
had bailed, and Love was alone, singing. "Someday you will ache 
like I ache." again and again, her voice a faint sob. She finally stimi- 
bled over to a huge speaker and leaned into it like she was about 
to pass out. Then, while being led off by an assistant, she stepped 
back, pulled up her top. then flipped us off with both hands. 

If you cared at all. it was devastating. I thought about what I'd 
say to her if 1 had the gall to get angry. Melodramatic junk like: 
lesus. Courtney! Do you want us to feel every single fucking 
wince of your pain on every single fucking song? Do you want all 
your reviews to read like half-assed scripts for a punk-rock A Star 
Is Born'! Is too much sadness never enough? 

But melodrama is a luxury most of us don't have. And besides, 
maybe we do want Love to stick her ring finger in our mouths so 
we can suck her dry. I hope there's more to it than that. But right 
now, I'm not so sure. 

-CHARLES AARON, "LIVE,- NOVEMBER 1IM 
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"I THINK SELF- 
DESTRUCTIVENESS IS 
GIVEN A REAUY BAD 
RAR I THINK THAT IT 
CAN ALSO MEAN 
SELF-REFLECTION AND 
POETIC SENSIBILITY. IT 
CAN MEAN EMPATHY. 
HEDONISM, A 
UBERTARIANISM." 
—COURTNEY LOVE 



ven during their most earnest attempts at a straight-ahead 
live performance, a Hole show is no mere rock gig: Each 
and every fan is elevated (or. occasionally, buried) by the 
mad life Love has led for an incendiary 29 years. She has 
ived through not only the gruesome death of her husband and 
best friend, but also an impossibly unstable childhood, a globe- 
trotting turn as a stripper, a whirlwind marriage, and a pregnancy 
lous\' with scandal. 

.And. of equal if not greater importance to her music, she's 
also been a player, either minor or major, in nearlv every 
notable punk and postpunk scene of the past ten years. Her 
zigzag wanderings— stops in Britain. Minneapolis. Los Angeles. 
San Francisco. New York City. Portland, and Seattle, among oth- 
ers—add up to an education that would alone ensure a bache- 
lor s degree in punk rock. "Even if I were talentless." cracks 
Love, "after seeing Echo & the Bunnymen eight million times 
and Nirvana ten million times, how could I not write an okay 
new wave record?" Hole's second album. Live Through This. 
however, easily surpasses Love s self-deprecating description, 
and her success as a performer and writer is due more to drive 
and intelligence than to good timing. 

If there were such a thing as a rock-star competition— and for 
Love, there umnistakablv is— she would easily take the cake. Some 
might argue that we have no need for such a bloated, antiquated 
notion— after all. Nin'ana can be found on a compilation called Kill 
Rock Stars— hal pop would be a million times less fun without 
such constructions. Of course, unless the artist comes armed with 
a thick skin and an affection for the absurd, serving as 
a dartboard for the many longings of young adults can 
be painful. But not onl\- is Love comfortable in the glare 
of the spotlight, she barely needs to squint. 

Heroine, xillain, feminist, slut, poet, punk, fashion 
plate, gossip, punching bag, bitch, sur\ivor, wife, mom: 
Love slips into each of those rules as if born for the part. 
Her deeply confessional songs— "I may lie a lot, but 
never in my lyrics," she says— are sometimes revised 
during her shows for extra voyeurism and bloodletting. 
Don't bother trying to untangle what is real from what 
is artifice: at this point the knot is so gnarled that the 
strands are barely traceable. 

".Ml I have to do is lick my finger, stick it up in the 
air. and shit sticks to it," Love savs. "1 leave a bar. and 
I know that no matter how quiet I've been or what I haven't done, 
for the next month it'll be spoken of that I came in and yelled and 
screamed and fucked whoever on the floor." 

-CRAIG MARKS, -ENDLESS LOVE," FEBRUARY 1995 

t's late at night in the greenroom of a recording studio in New 
York City, where Hole are working on their third album. 
Celebrity Skin. Courtney Love is still wearing the fashionable 
black outfit she wore to meet mo\'ie people that day. 
"Madonna was talking to me about responsibility," she says. 
"Our responsibilities. It's like, a 17-year-old girl comes up to you 
and tells you that she does drugs because you did drugs. I mean, 
that's like a heavy negative social responsibility. How do you 
atone for that?" 

"That girl is doing drugs because she wants to." I say. 
Love would have none of this. "I see pictures of how 1 looked." 
she savs. "It's disgusting. I'm ashamed. There's death and there's 
disease and there's misery and there's giving up your soul. There's 



this creaky old-man phenomenon that happens to you. The 
human spirit mixed with certain powders is not the person, it's the 
demonic presence. 

" Vanity Fair said Madonna 'doesn't have a self-destructive bone 
in her body.' " Love continues. "Well. I have many"— Love gives a 
wheezy laugh— "and I've broken a bunch. I think self-destruc- 
tiveness is given a really bad rap. I think that self-destructiveness 
can also mean self-reflection, can mean poetic sensibility. It can 
mean empathy, it can mean hedonism and a libertarianism and a 
lack of judgment. But when you're living the fantasy of someone 
else's shadow, you're not light." 

-PHILIP WEISS, "THE LOVE ISSUE,- OCTOBER 19*1 



TUPAC SHAKUR 



t was Tupac Shakur's 18th birthday. Shock-G of Digital 
Underground rented a stretch limousine for the celebration 
in Oakland. There were eight or nine of us. (Tupac Shakur 
is 22 now. /uice and Poetic Justice behind him. Strictly 4 My 
X.I.G.G.A.Z. and 2Pacalypse .Voir, both complex and under- 
rated. By the time he turned 18. I'd known Tupac for about 18 
months. He has been pleading insanity from then till now. He 
feels his mania is what we all have and deny, that insanity is a 
rational adjustment to a crazy world.) 

Tupac met a white girl. Maybe her name was Jennifer. She and 
her friend came with us as we walked back to the car from a club. 
Jennifer wasn't quite sure she wanted to come along, and neither 
was her friend. Tupac coaxed and Jennifer got in. but her friend 
was adamant about not. as she said, "getting in a car with a bunch 
of strangers." She eventually decided to come along, but she sat on 
the lime floor and crossed her arms, angry. We were the picture 
of revelrv, and Jennifer's friend was stiff, staring straight ahead. 

(Tupac is the quintessential vvTonged black man/urban vouth/ 
crazy motherfucker. You v\ish he would articulate his complaints 
more diplomatically, without firearms. You purchase those com- 
plaints, though, and enjoy them— within the confines of a song or 
film. You quake when his hatred manifests itself in assault or gun- 
fire or verbal pummeling. And you are weak if you desert him, if 
you don't respond to the call of his profane soliloquies. Because 
you are not driven as crazy by U.S. social norms, because you grit 
your teeth and swallow "the way things are" with more of the 
highly regarded "restraint," you are a punk-ass nigga. Brothers like 
Tupac remind us that ail ain't fresh up in Bel Air.) 

Tupac got mad and, as I remember it, said something to the 
effect of, "\bu think you're too good to be in here with a car fuUa 
niggas? Fucking whore. Y'ou think just because the hair on your 
pussy is ugly-ass blond, every motherfucker in the world wants 
to get with you? I'll put your ass out right here on this mother- 
fucking bridge. I'll put your ass out in the middle of West Oak- 
land." Jennifer's friend cried, and Jennifer pleaded with Tupac. 

(The night was a tiny precursor to the Reginald Denny 
incident [during the L.A. riots): excuse or encourage or join 
the black man who is institutionally wronged, or help the indi- 
vidual white, in this case, women, who bear, this rare time— 
the key phrase, remember, is black-on-black crime— his 
wrath? What is the black owed? For what can he or she be 
excused? Save the tvhites...join Tupac. .watch. ..avert eyes.. .be 
morallv superior.. .revel in vindictiveness. Options with his- 
torical and sociological significance. 1 stared out the window 
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There's an oral history joke here somewhere: Butthole Surfers King Coffey, Jeff Pinkus, Gibby Haynes, and Paul Leary, circa 1988. 



and hoped the situation would play itself out wthout \iolence. | 
The names got more filthy, the words— s/jouW have left vour 
nss up there, tuck both y 'all. fuck these stupid white hitches. 
man— loudlv and bitterly enunciated. Add some bass and it could 
have been a song, [ennifer and her friend were on their own. The 
driver kept looking back to check on them, on us. He didn't stop 
driving, though, hugging the low hills that lead to Shock-G's place. 

iTupac is a daredevil, a time bomb. Held for questioning in the 
shooting of a six-year-old black boy in Vlarin County: called out 
by former vice president Dan Quayle for promoting black 
man-on-police violence: sued for assault in one state: filed suit 
alleging police brutality in another. Tupac's guns were 
out long before he allegedly shot those off-duty police 
officers in Atlanta. He .sees a target in the mirror— the 
straight-up muthafuckin' bull's-eye. Instead of dodg- 
ing, he takes the offense, lives dangerously. And so 
regardless of a recent sexual-assault charge— sexual 
dominance is the backbone of the manhood that Tupac 
and many men fetishize: we'll probably never know if 
he "held the girl down" or not— he'll be a hero, perhaps 
go to prison a hero. And if he dies whUe he's still young, 
bleeding on the sidewalk. Tupac Shakur will be post- 
humously knighted, a champion, his funeral packed 
with devastated homevs. all feeling verified, Pac's death 
a proof of their truth, Fhey are already living and d\-ing 
through Shakur in the streets. And in Bel Air, but quietly.) 

We passed through the security checkpoint at the sprawling 
complex that would burn to the ground a year later during the 
Oakland firestorm. The driver parked near a turquoise swimming 
pool, and we left the long black car quickly, like something stank 
inside. Soon, from a window in the apartment, I saw Tupac 
tongue-kissing lennifer. or maybe it was her friend. The girl's arms 
were relaxed and hung loosely crossed at the back of his neck. The 
other girl was kissing someone, too. And Sleuth, Digital's road 
manager and Tupac's sometime friend and sometime keeper, said, 
"You wonder why these niggas is crazy." 

-DANYEL SMITH. "DREAMING AMERICA," FEBRUARY 1IM 
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"WE ONCE WATCHED 
KATHLEEN PERFECTLY 
PEE A SPOONFUL OF 
URINE WITHOUT 
SPILUNG A DROP 
THEN PUT IT INTO 
A POT OF OLD, DRIED 
MACARONI AND 
CHEESE. THIS DRAG 
QUEEN CAME IN AND 
ATE IT."— PAUL LEARY 



mil 



BUTTHOLE SURFERS 

aul Leary. guitarist: Gibby Ha\Ties and 1 met in college. He 
was going to be an accountant, and I was going to be a 
stockbroker. Later, we put out a magazine called Strange 
V.D.. and Gibby left this picture of wildly mutated genitalia 
in the copy machine |at the accounting firm he worked at| and got 
reprimanded by one of the partners. It was downhill from there. 
We'd start band practice and Gibby would come in wearing a suit 
and tie and strip do«Ti to his underwear as he was walking through 
the door. Our first gig. in 1981 was at an art gallery in San Antonio. 
It was more of a performance piece, involving lots of stuffed dum- 
mies and toasters and Big Mac hamburgers. We started out as 
the Dick Clark Five, (at one point] we were Ed Asner's Gay, 
then the Right to Eat Fred Astaire's Asshole, which was shortened 
from the InaUenable Right to Eat Fred Astaire's Asshole, Music was 
an excuse. We had to de-learn how to play. 

King Coffey, drummer: 1 had a band in Fort Worth called the 
Hugli Beaumont Experience. We went down to Austin and saw this 
band with the lead singer in his underwear. We tried to recognize 
the song they were playing and finally my friend punched me when 
we realized it was Bloodrock, "D,O.A.." the most uncool song in the 
world for a hardcore punk band to be plaxing. 

Jello Biafra. Dead Kennedys: They opened for us and TSOL in 
L.A. at the Whisky a GoGo. They brought out this cockroach con- 
fetti, and Gibby had clothespins attached to his hair. Most of the 
harder-core-than-thou kids who'd come up from the beach to see 
TSOL were so dumbfounded they didn't even bother to boo. 

Brent Grulke. acquaintance: Around 1984. in between songs 
at one show. [Scratch Acid frontman] David Yow came up and 
veiled at Gibbv. "You motherfucker, vou owe me two bucks, 
Where's my money?" Gibby flipped him off. David came back a 5 
few minutes later and spit at him. Gibby wiped it off and kept « 
going. A few minutes later, David comes up a third time, spits at 5 
him, then knocks Gibby over the head with a beer bottle. Gibby 5 
collapses on the floor, and David takes over the microphone, S 
Blood's spewing everywhere, and people started fighting with > 





GUNS N' ROSES 





The last authentic bad boy? Axl Rose of Guns N Roses practices his samtia inoves, 1987. 

A BRIEF HISTORY OF AXL ROSE VS. SPIN June 1991 ; Spin reports Guns N Roses 
fastidious interview contract (which even requires article pre-approval), prompting Axl Rose's lawyers to 
threaten legal action. Spin publisher Bob Guccione Jr's response: 'Mju can't countersue him for being a 
moron." September 1991 : Guns N" R3ses release the anti-Guccione song "Get in ttie Ring": "Get in ttie ring, 
mottierfuckei; and I'll kick your bitctiy littie ass!" Guccione tels the L.A. Times he's "willing to get n the ring with 
[fcse] anyplace, anytinier adding ttiat Don King's son Eric had graciou^ Rase demurs. 



one another. The aggression level in that place was phenomenal. 
Nobody knew it was staged. 

Teresa Taylor, drummer. 1983-89: Kathleen was working for 
Sex World in Times Square. She was known as "Ta Da the Shit 
Lady." 'cause she could really control her shit. We took her on the 
road as our naked dancer. She loved smells of the human body- 
dirty socks, urine, B.O. was beautiful— and we had a hard time mak- 
ing her bathe. Once we had to hold her down and do her laundry. 

Leary: We watched Kathleen perfectly pee a spoonful of urine 
without spilling a drop, then put it into a pot of old. dried macaroni 
and cheese. This drag queen came in and started eating it with that 
spoon, and we were like. "Didn't you just see Kathleen putting 
her pee in that pan?" She said, "I'm eating on the side.' 

Ftyiui Mauthe, Marching Plague: I was going through this weird 
responsible phase in my life, w'orking as a real estate agent, and 
in 1988 I found them this ranch house about 30 miles outside of 
Austin. The album Hairwayto Steven, with the birds chirping and 
stuff, reflected the kind of laid-back Ufestyle they were getting into. 

Leary: We left by 1991 because we were finally able to afford to 
live on our own. Plus. Gibby's dog was shitting all over the house. 

-iOE NICK PATOSKI AND JOHN MORTHLAND, "FEEDING THE FISH: AN ORAL 
HISTORY OF THE BUTTHOLE SURFERS,' NOVEMBER IMS 



learly Guns N' Roses are fuckups: aborted tours, 
arrests, no-shows, broken bones, detox, urinating on 
airplanes, marriages, divorces, charges of racism and 
obscenity. Their perennial screwups prolonged their 
inability to record a proper follow-up to their 1987 debut. 
Appetite for Destruction, making them failures even at success. 
But the same thing that threatens to destroy them is the same 
thing that has made them so popular to begin with: the fact 
that they are true misfits and outcasts. 

Appetite for Destruction remained in the Top 10 for more than 
a year and has sold more than 10 million copies around the 
world. Their 1988 EP, GATfl Lies, stormed up the charts as well. 
Not bad for five guys who only wanted to blow away all the 
other L.A. club bands, to show the poseurs and wannabes how 
it was really done. 

They should have then walked away, split up. or died, a la 
the Sex Pistols. Instead, they fought their way out of the trash 
heap of L.A.'s heavy-metal Sunset Boulevard scene to estab- 
lish themselves as the last authentic bad boys. Now, the possi- 
bilities for them are fantastic— there's a place for that kind of 
stardom to go that someone like Jim Morrison stopped short 
of. "You know I went to Morrison's grave site last year," Axl 
Rose says softly. 'I knew I could go the same way Jim did. that 
I could go down in flames, crucify myself on the altar of 
rock'n'roll. Everyone's always talking about me dying any^vay." 
I tell him that Joseph Campbell said that when you travel to 
the grave of someone you revere, it underscores 

the impulse to imitate that person's deeds. "That's 

why I went there." Rose says. "I just sat down next 
to where he was Iving. if he's even there. I was just 
thinking; 1 don't even remember how long I was 
there. It was one of those depressing grav days. 
Nobody recognized me. And you know, it was like 
a turning point. I just realized that I could sacri- 
fice myself like Morrison did if I wanted. That was 
my turning point— reahzing that it was up to me." 
One of Morrison's favorite quotes comes from William Blake, 
"The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom." 

"But not if you die." Rose says. "If you die. the road of excess 
leads to a dirt plot in a foreign land that people dump booze 
and cigarettes on." 

-DANNY SUCERMAN, -BAD TO THE BONE,' NOVEMBER 1990 



PEARL JAM 




ere is a joke Eddie Vedder told me: "How many members 
of Pearl Jam does it take to change a lightbulb?" 

When Eddie Vedder asks a question of vou. or vou of 
him, or when he makes an important point, or when he 
shares something with you and wants a reaction, his eyebrows 
shoot up so they're suddenly at right angles to each other. It brings 
to mind disbelieving girlfriends, mean teachers. Satan. It's an 
altogether unwelcoming look, and it's immediately amplified by a 
steely glare and furrowed brow. For a moment— a /ong moment— 
you can't help but believe those damning reports about V'edder's 
dour disposition. 
But then, just before you flinch, the tension is lanced by a 
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grin. The grin is often set to his own words, and it's a grin that's 
less about self-satisfaction than about breaking the ice. about 
inclusiveness. It's a grin that says forget about what you've 
heard or read. I'm not that guarded, that somber, that paranoid, 
that humorless, that much of a pain in everyone's ass. It's a 
warm, winning grin, and it works. 

"I give up. Eddie. How many members of Pearl Jam does it take 
to change a Ughtbulb?' 

V'edder stands up. screws his face into a mask of spokesman- 
for-a-generation pain, and yells: "Change?! Change? We're not 
gonna change for anyone'. Do you hear me? Not for anyoner 

-CRAIG MARKS, "THE ROAD LESS TRAVELED.' FEBRUARY 19*7 



SONIC YOUTH 




aybe you should come over and fellate my guitar. 
Steve." Sonic 'V'outh guitarist Thurston Moore is 
lying on his back on the foil-covered floor of a down- 
town Manhattan production studio. He wants drum- 
mer Steve Shelley to give his guitar a blowjob because the band is 
shooting a video, and they know what plays well on MTV. 

Actually. Manhattan's underground scuzz-rock heroes were 
originally going to call the new album Blowjob. but they settled 
instead on Coo. Which probably made their new record com- 
pany. Geffen. happy, at least until its executi\'es saw the cover art: 
an illustration by renowned artist Ra\Tnond Pettibon. The draw- 
ing itself— a guy and a girl in a car— presented no problems. But 
the accompanying text— %vhich read in part. "Within a week we 
killed my parents and hit the road"— gave some Geffenites fits. 
"They were still talking at sales meetings about an alternative 
cover." says bassist Kim Gordon, "even though our A&R person 
knew quite well that there was no way we were going to do that." 



Hipster suite: Thurston IMoore. Lee Ranaldo. Kim Gordon, and Steve Shelleyof Sonic Youth, 1987. 




Spokesbelly of a generation: Eddie Vedder of Pearl Jam in 1 993. 




.•\fter nine years of doing pretty much anything they want. 
Sonic Youth are finding the adjustment to corporate-label life 
somewhat difficult. N'ot that they don't make an effort to under- 
stand the company's position: "I mean, all it takes is one kid to go 
kill his parents and have our record in his room." says Gordon. 

"But still, the cover art isn't just deco- 
ration. It's important to us." 

There were also some problems with 
the video they're shooting for Goo's 
first single. "Kool Thing." Gordon had 
wanted to wear a beret and carry an 
Uzi— an\^vay. she'd threatened to— but 
Geffen didn't find that idea particu- 
larly appealing. "To me. our music is 
elitist, in a way." says Moore. "We're 
tied in with this elitist aesthetic. lust 
the fact that each of us was one of those 
kids who would say 'Fuck Led Zep. 
let's drive into the city and see a 
Ramones gig.' And the next day in high 
school you'd tell somebody that and 
they'd think you were a total alien. 

"I don't want to subject anybody 
against their will to something that's 
outside their sensibility." he continues. 
"Why should Geffen force-feed any- 
thing down anybody's throat? Guns N" 
Roses are easy because it's a path that's 
already been paved by all the lame 
rock classics. But us— who are thev 
going to feed us to?" h 

-JIM GREER, -KOOL THINGS," SEPTEMBER 1«M 
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QUOTE UNQUOTE 

FOR 15 V€RRS, TH€ PnG€S Of SPIN HnV€ F€flTUR€D TH€ LUISDOM OF 5flG£S. 
TH€ RflNTINGS OF LUNnilCS, AND PL6NTV OF G^NITnilR R6F€R€NC€5 



EGO TRIPPIN' 



PRONOUNCEMENTS 



"Offstage, I'm always trying to b% nice to everyone. I know wtiat it's like to be a 
fan, but it's not really how I want to act. I've just finislied a fucking show. I don't 
care that you want to kill yourself. I'm sorry. Too bad." treht reznor, nine inch 

NAILS, 1M< 

"tf it was 1965 we'd absolutely be pop kingsof the world. It would've been the 
Beatles, the Stones, Oasis, and then the Who." noel Gallagher, oasis, im 

"Pertiaps I'm unique because people are so dull. I'm not very good at being 
dull." MOmilSSEY, ItM 

"I truly believe that I am the greatest rap artist that ever lived on this planet 
and if I point my finger at any of these rappers, their careers are done." 

KRS-ONE, 1M2 



"A record company is like a giant ATM machine." beck. im3 

"A lot of guys who aren't rappers rub their balls. With me it's a habit 
I grab my dick because it's there." u cool j, ui7 

'We hate Madonna. In the same manner that we hate Henry Rollins, 
and in the same manner that we hate ourselves. The only things we really 
like are pot sex, and Thai food." gibby hayncs, BurmotE sukfers, im* 

"To realize your mortality is interesting, because you really don't think 
it's there. Especially if you're a rock star." michael hutchence, inxs, iMt 

"Steve Malkmus [of Pavement] is like the Grace Kelly of indie rock." 

COURTNEY LOVE, HOLE, 1M4 



'Stardom just tricks you into thinking you're getting somewhere. Like when 
I went to this Versace and Elton John party, you'd think you're already at some 
exclusive thing, nght? But there was a VIP area and another level after that and 
another and another, until finally you find yourself alone in a brightly lit closet 
watching Simon LeBon eat off a paper plate." iarvis cocker, pulp, i*m 



'As far as I'm concerned, the church has no right to open up its mouth 
about sex for these reasons: First of all, none of them have ever had sex. 
The second reason is that they do have sex." sinEad oxonnor, imi 

"Techno equals death." madonna, i*m, two years before she recorded 

THE TECHNO HIT KAY OF LIGHT 



„, ,n. "I LIK€ HOUS6 MUSIC RBOUT flS 
11 (lli MUCH flS I LIKC DANCING AROUND 
IN SKIN-TIGHT BICVCLC SHORTS." 



MIKE D, BEASTIE BOYS. 1M« 



"Mick Jagger used to hang outside my house. Fuck Mick Jaggerl But 
I can see why white people like him. He runs and jumps up and down 
and don't have no rhythm, just like they do." miles oavis, imi 



i) ID ^ 
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"If the Gentiles of 
the worid are willing 
to worship a Jew, 
I want them to 
worship me, too. 
I figure, what the 
fuck does Christ 
have that I don't 
have? I'm much 
better looking, 
and I won't keep 
changing my mind- 
first he dies, then 
he comes back, 
then he goes away 
again. It's a perfect 
Jewish scenario." 

gene SIMMONS, 

KISS. in« 
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'I wanted to marry Lucifer, even though 
I had a crush on Jesus.* tori amos, itM 



"You can't do this to tne, you old git! I've mixed a 
James Brown record! I've had a Number One! Lock 
me away and my fans will tear off your testicles!" 

NORMAN COOK. lUt, PRE-FATBOY SUM, APPEARING 
BEFORE A BRmSH JUDGE WHO HAD iUST SENTENCED HIM 
TO PRISON TIME FOR PARTICIPATING IN A WAREHOUSE RAVE 




"h's good to be a rock star, dude. You 
get into restaurants dressed like crap 
when you're supposed to have a suit on.' 

FRED DURST, UMP BIZMT, Itlt 




"JUST B6CflUS€ UJ€ DIDN'T UURIT€ TH€ SONGS ON OUR RLBUM DO€SN'T M€RN UUe DON'T 

HflV€HNVTfiLeNT." OONNIE WMHIBERO, NEW KIDS ON THE BLOCK. tMO 



KNOW THYSELF 



"Now I ain't irtto being political, saving the whales, or telling you to go 
see a goddamned shrink. I'm into trailer parks, Pabst Blue Ribbon, 
and top-shelf mixed drinks." kid rock. im 

"I could go onstage, unzip my pants, and hang my dick out, and people 
would think it was a statement about something." bono, U2, iu> 



"People think I'm some kind of hippie. I don't even recycle." jewel, itM 

"I did lose my soul to the devil, but I'm happy to say it was redeemed by 
Casper the Friendly Ghost. As a matter of fact, I am Casper the Friendly 

Ghost." DANIEL JOHNSTON. 19U 

"My three favorite ingredients: curry, almond extract, and vulva nectar." 

STEVEN TYLER, AEROSMmi, Ktt 

CRITICAL LICENSE 



"When even your fans are writing to tell you to get a life, you know 
you need to listen." thom yorke, radiohead, imi 

"I ask myself over and over again, what the fuck am I talking about?" 

NEIL YOUNG, 1111 

"I know I come off lookin' like a fuckin' haggy housewife compared to all these 
Other women in rock— and that's fine with me." kim deal, the breeders, ims 

"K I'm sitting writing lyrics, I visualize myself as a tubercular Left Bank artist, 
pouring out his soul, sweating and bleeding every word." david lee roth, i*u 

"My husband told me, 'If you'd been bom with a cock, you'd have no friends 
and you'd be in jail.' ' Shirley manson, garbage, it97 

"You talk to most black cats, and they all know one crazy white boy. 
House of Pain represented that one out of every 20 white boys who was 
just flat-out crazy, breaking bottles with his teeth and going down 
swinging." EVERUkST, in* 



"Hip-hop will not be consumed.... This is a music that television, my parents, 
and any institution with a stake in protecting the old discourse simply can't fuck 

with." JOHN LEUkND, ItU, WRmNG ABOUT TELEVISION'S JkDVERSE EFFECTS ON MUSIC 

"Posterity hasn't treated Daryl Hall and John Oates well, but posterity doesn't 
know what the fuck it's talking about In any case, Change of Season is another 
masterpiece. Maybe by the year 2000, America will catch up to the good taste 
we had ten years ago." ted Friedman, 

"[Teenage Fanclub's Sanc/wagonestjoel would be hard to equal in any year." 

MARK BLACKWELL, IMI, IN WHICH SJ>/W NAMES THE FORGETTABLE BAHOWAGOHCSaUE 
THE NO. 1 RECORD OF ltd, ABOVE NIRVANA'S NCf£ffM/MO-WHICH WAS DECLARED 
SPItrS NO. 1 RECORD OF THE -Ms IN 1*n (TEENAGE FAHCLUB DIONT PLACE) 

"Contrary to popular opinion, [Mike Tyson] is a man of intelligence, wit, and 
insight." frank owen, itto: in the years that followed, tyson was convicted 

OF RJIPE, CHARGED WITH ASSAULTING TWO MOTORISTS, AND DISOUAUnEO FROM BOXING 
FOR BITING OFF A CHUNK OF EVANOER HOLYFIELO'S EJUl ^ 
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REVOLUTION GIRL STYLE NOW 




I M UUITH TH€ SAND 

c hit a real low spot in the way (women on VITV 
were treated] in the mid to late '80s. when there 
vas a preponderance of videos where the women 
were basically relegated to the background. For 
me. the pinnacle of that was the Sam Kinison video with 
jessica Hahn— lots of rock gods surrounding her as she was 
writhing around. Someone said to me. "You know. 1 understand 
that you had to play it, but did you have to make it a hit?" 
I realized it was too easy to just sit back and say. "Hey. we don't 
make the videos." 

-JUDY McGRATH, THEN-MTV EXECUTIVE VICE PRESIDENT, JULY 1»3 

UUHO VOU CflLLING fl HO? 

"People say |the 2 Live Crew) disrespect women. I say if the 
shoe fits, wear it. If you a ho and been a ho all your life, suck- 
ing everybody 's dick, then you can take it personal. But if you 



a woman and don't fit in that category, then you take it funny. 
Simple as that." 

-LUKE SKYYWALKER, FEBRUARY 1990 

RIOT GOIN ON 

Erika Rcanstein hardly .seemed to notice the startled attentitm she 
was getting in Washington. D.C.. last summer as she nonchalantly 
strolled through Dupont Circle. Reinstein's jeans were slung low. 
and her midriff was exposed, but the most striking thing about her 
appearance was the me.ssage written in thick black marker on her 
stomach: kapk. Reinstein was on her wav to the first annual con- 
vention of Riot Grrrl. a group founded in Olympia, Washington, 
and Washington. DC. by disenfranchised young women who 
deliver a message about girl power in a manner as direct and force- 
ful as the words written on their bodies. Her friends have scrawled 
SLIT, Pi ssT, BrrcH, and whoke on their arms and stomachs, hands 
and ankles. Just as lesbians and gays have chosen to use words such 



Coi- 




as dyke and t/uee;— taking the sting out of them by reappropriating 
them as s\Tnbols of their own strength— Riot Grrrls have adopted 
slurs against women, including the dismissi\ e girl, as their own. 

And as young women who aim to combat "the general lack of 
girl power in society as a whole and in the punk-rock under- 
ground specifically." they have their work cut out for them. "Peo- 
ple here think 1 am weird because 1 am political and I go to the 
dean's dinner in a little black dress with big boots and a shaved 
head and I study a lot." says Tiffany, a grrrl-minded student at a 
small New England college. 

Jasmine Kerns, author of the pamphlet IVIiat Is Riot Crrrl Any- 
ways, has a ready answer for any detractors. "We don't need you," 
she says, quoting a Bikini kill song. "Does that scare you?" Kerns 
pauses for a minute. "That's one of mv all-time favorite lines." 

—DANA NASRALLAH. "TEENAGE RIOT,' NOVEMBER 1992 

€DDI€ V€DD€R: NOT fl DfiDDV V€T 

"My body's nobody 's body but mine You run your own body, let 
me run mine." .\{ the University of San Diego a few years ago. pro- 
lifers gathered while pro-choicers chanted the above. Sides 
clashed and tension ran high, baby killers read a little red stop 



sign held by a three-year-old who sat atop the shoulders of his 
father. The kid looked confused and frightened, and the omi- 
nous presence of anned police on horseback would be enough 
to upset anyone. I wondered how the child got pulled into this. 
I wondered how any of us got pulled into lliis. The fact is that tlie 
people handing down decisions on the abortion issue are not the 
ones who will have to Uve or die by it. 

Ten years old. that's the age my child would have been [if 
I hadn't been involved in an abortion]. And I wouldn't be in Pearl 
jam. And I wouldn't have traveled. And 1 wouldn't have seen 
the liberal \vays in which other countries deal with this issue. 
-EDOIE VEOOER, -RECLAMATION,* NOVEMBER 1992 

SITCHCS " UUITH PROBL6MS 

she is a bright girl. A tly-girl. .\ girl who loves boy-rap with all its 
guns and big po-lice and sexy-gloomy brothers peeping out from 
heavy hoods and indigo shades. She loves the N'ubian-queen 
stuff— and that touchy-feely "Bonita Applebum" vibe. too. She 
pays close attention to the hiiiitch syndrome, the skewed hip- 
hop version of woman-as-oppressor: she monitors it like an EKG. 
She loves the "political" boy-rap. especially. She adores 
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"BEING -QUEEN BEE' MEANS 
TO BE ON TOP OF YOUR 
SHIT, BE A STRONG 
WOMAN. YOU'VE GOT TO 
LET A MAN KNOW THAT 
THE RELATIONSHIP IS 
FIFTY-FIFTY. I'M NOT 
INTO LOOKS— I TAKE A 
MAN BECAUSE OF HIS 
HEART. HIS SWEETNESS. 
PLUS.I DON TWANT 
SOMEONE WHO THINKS HE 
LOOKS BEHERTHAN 
ME."— ilL' KIM. MAY 1996 



Chuck D and Public Enemv but finds herself not so much into 
Ice Cube an\Tnore and blasting only Fear of a Black Planet. She 
can t talce Ice T or his wack-ass Body Count and doesn't really give 
a shit about his kill-cop thing because somehow she gets the feel- 
ing that if Ice T was her man. he'd be wanting her to fry snapper 
and watch Love Connection while he went out. She wonders 
what a woman from the '60s said, something about the woman's 
role in revolution being raising kids and burning incense. 

She wishes she could be like Tanisha Michelle of Bytches With 
Problems and wear the B-word like a badge of honor, but it hurts 
to hear that word— bii/ifc/i— directed at her and her friends 
because she's really listening now and it says, "We don't like you 
and you're not included." It says. "If you don't suck my dick 
you can't get backstage / If vou don't perform the role I assign, you 
are outcast." She hears it in the voices of Eazi,'-E. of Too Short, of 
Kool G Rap. She knows that hiiiitch mostly says racism is still 
getting fed huge healthy portions of patriarchy, meaning that she 
better stop thinking so much, she better get with the 
program or she'll end up by herself or soul-kissing her 
girlfriend, just like everyone says. FinaUy. she stands 
up. pissed-off at tlie coolness, the pseudo-power, and 
the fun of being a hip-hop boy. 



-OANYEL SMfTH, "DREAMING AMERICA," NOVEMBER 1991 



PORNO FOR GVNOS 

Sex-positive feminism has reached the mainstream. 
Sallie Tisdale's erotic studv. Talk Dirty to Me: An Inti- 
mate Philosophy ofSex. intellectually celebrates some 
very nasty little habits, and it's selling like magic. 
Nadine Strossen. the ACLU's first female president, just 
published a book called Defending Pornog- 
raphy. Appearing at your local newsstand 
are magazines such as On Our Backs (les- 
bian erotica I and Dominant Mystique 
(which contains a sex-line number inviting 
callers to "bark like the dog you are"). 

.\ decade ago. feminists Catherine Mac- 
Kinnon and .\ndrea Dworkin led a popu- 
lar fight to crack down on the sex industry 
on the grounds that pornography caused 
rape and thus \nolated women's ci\il rights. 
Unfortunately, in trying to stay out of pomog- 
raphers' beds, they ended up making kissy- 
face with the censorship-happv rehgious 
right, which alienated thousands of women 
who feel better about modifving pom rather 
tlian abolishing it altogether. As one female 
psychotherapist says. "When I mention fem- 
inist pornography to women, their eyes light 
up. It makes us somehow believe that we 
can have our politics and eat it. too." 

-EUZABETM GILBERT, "PUSSY GALORE,' APRIL 199S 



eSCflP€ FROM GUVVILLC 

In the early '90s, while feminists fretted over 
whether women should be soldiers and sex 
workers, female rockers blasted through such 
debate with a few well-placed pow^er chords. 




Superfreak: tlie always subtle Lil' Kim. 



Their songs often angrily or sarcastically exposed the abuse they'd 
suffered, but the music sounded Like the opposite of K'ing back and 
taking it. "Was she asking for it?" taunted Courtney Love, standing 
with her legs splayed beneath her torn chiffon dress like everv 
pedophile's nightmare. Polly Harvey turned on her torturer: "I'll make 
you lick my injuries." she growled in "Rid of Me." Tori Amos' con- 
certs peaked v\ith "Me and a Gun." a fierce account of her own rape 
that turned the testimonv into a tool for survival. 

These diatribes spilled forth on the college-radio airwaves like 
flash floods, furious and shocking. The mood was one of 
vengeance, the same spirit cultivated by Susan Faludi's best- 
selling 1992 book. Backlash, which detailed contemporary sexism 
in terms that called for a war against it. Young women took that 
directive to heart, publishing zines uith titles like Chainsaw and 
forming defiantly dirt)' bands like 7 Year Bitch. Turning up the 
volume, they began to play with sexual personae that neither fem- 
inism nor conventional femininity could accommodate— god- 
dess and whore, genius and tart, dominatrix and masochist. As 
Bjork caterwauled. "You'll meet an army of me." 

While women rockers dug into this dizzying experience, their 
male counterparts made music meant to raise the girl inside the 
man. Eddie V'edder sang in the voice of female child-abuse victim: 
Trent Reznor called his compulsion toward sexual dominance a 
disease. "The killer in me is the killer in vou." whimpered Billy 
Corgan. "What's a boy supposed to do?" 

-ANN POWERS, "EVERYTHING AND THE GIRL." NOVEMBER 1997 

RflP€STOCK 

The indelible images of Woodstock '99 will forever remain the fien,' 
riots and rampant nudity, but an even more troubling picture 
emerged in the weeks that followed. Xew York 
State Police announced thev were investigating 
eight cliarges of rape and se.xual assault that 
occurred during the event; rape-crisis volun- 
teers and members of the Woodstock medical 
team said thev treated even more women who 
claimed to be victims of on-site sexual abuse: 
and eyewitnesses reported seeing multiple 
assaults in the mosh pits. 

-DAVID 1. PRINCE, -PEACE, LOVE, SEXUAL ASSAULT." 
NOVEMBER 1999 



R€V€NG€ OF TH€ MOOKS 

Fred Durst's swaggering stance underscores 
one harsh law of alternative rock's make-over as 
a white B-boy kingdom: Women Keep Your Dis- 
tance, unless, of course, you're a porn star, 
groupie, or topless.... Yet the sexual politics of 
hip-hop and R&B have shifted, with Lauryn 
Hill's ascendance as redemption-minded 
singer/rapper/producer creating a stronger 
context for her peers: Missy "She's a Bitch" 
Elliott producing and rapping out of Timba- 
land's shadow: Mar\' J. Blige signifying through 
her scars; TLC fiercely condemning unreason- 
able body images in their "Unprettv'" video. 

-CHARLES AARON. "TIIEND OF THE YEAR: RAP-ROCK 
MOOKS." JANUARY 2000 
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The music business works just the 
likes it. His way. At 



Eric Coles 



way 

least it has ever since he quit working m 
for major labels and started Colemine 
Musicworks, Inc.. scouting and 
producing new urban talent. 
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AIDS 





SOUND OF SIL€NC€ 

he United States has a bad attitude about AIDS. Ronald 
Reagan waited until six years into his presidencx 
before even uttering the word AIDS in a public speech. 
In that same address, he also set the tone for what was 
to become the U.S. government s distinctly and uniquely puni- 
tive AIDS ethos: Blame. Restrict. Penalize. Turn your back. 

AIDS was a new disease encoded with the terrors of the right- 
wing government and the core of its constituency— homosexu- 
ality, intravenous-drug use. anal sex. Rather than launch a mas- 
sive, clearlv worded safe-sex campaign, our government chose 
to stick its head in the sand as if it thought AIDS would go away. 
In 1987. Congress actually passed an amendment withholding 
anv federal support for HI\ -prevention information that in any 
wav spoke frankly or supportively of same-sex sexual conduct. 
Never before in modern history had a disease brought about 
such a frontal collision of politics and medicine. 

-CELIA FARBER, 'AIDS: WORDS FROM THE FRONT,' NOVEMBER ini 

VOUNG, GIFT€D, RND SICK 

I'm sitting at a table in the Omoc, a dimly Lit East 
Hollywood coffeehouse half full with book- 
reading trendoid.s. lason. the client of an 
acquaintance who works with HIV-positive 
street kids, has agreed to share a couple of days 
of his endangered life if I promise to plug his 
band, the Rambo Dolls. 

With his blond hair, bony face, huge blue 
eyes, and grunge garb— ripped jeans, untucked 
flannels, scuffed Docs— lason looks like a rock 
star, specifically Soul .Asylum's Dave Pirner. 
It's weird to think someone this conventionally 
cute could be homeless. "How did you get 
infected?" I ask. 

"Well, it was either from sharing needles 
with people I didn't know." he .says, staring at his 
lap, "or from letting guys fuck me without a con- 
dom, or from fucking girls I knew had -•VIDS 
without a condom. I could've been infected a 
hundred times, you know?" He pauses, and his 
stare grows extremely forlorn. 1 stammer that he 
should, like, be more careful, 
"^eah. obviouslyl" Suddenly he twists around in his chair and 
yells toward the door. "Go away!" A scrawny young redheaded 
woman is standing just outside. His.. .girlfriend? Jason untwists. 
"Yeah. Katie. I'm crashing at her place. She's all right, but she 
wants me to lo\ e her and I told her I can't because I'm going to die. 
but she still wants me to, so...." He cringes. 

Later, we re standing in tlie narrow hallway outside Katie's 
apartment. She's inside, shooting up heroin. "My mind works 
like this." Jason says. "Usually I don't think about having -\IDS. 
I mean about having HI\'. I always forget that it's not technicallv 
.\IDS yet. But then when I do remember, this is what happens: 
It's usually right after I've had sex with somebody, not Katie so 
much, but with men who pay me. I think. I ha\ e HI\'. okay, but 
it'll be fine.' The doctor savs I have mavbe ten vears from the 



R.I.P.: AIDS activist/singer 
Michael Callen. 




Pink Panthers: AIDS activists at a 1993 Washington, O.C., rally. 

time I got infected before I die if I take care of myself. But then 
I think. 'Well, I could've gotten infected seven years ago. because 
I've been letting guys fuck me since I was 12.' Then I think how 
many drugs I've done, and what that's probably done to my 
immune system. And I think. 'Fuck it. I'm going to kill myself 
now before I get sick.' Then I think. I hate everybody. Somebody 
gave this to me.' And I get so tense that I want to kill people, and 
my frionds get shit from me because they're there. And then 1 get 
really guilty about treating my friends shitty, so I apologize to 
them, and they're usually okay about it. So I feel better and I've 
sort of forgotten about the AIDS." 

Minutes later, the rest of the Rambo Dolls show up. "I think in 
a year we'll be famous." Jason says. He shoots me a grin that 
makes him look about sex'en years old. Suddenly it decays into a 
grimace and he punches the air. "But I'm going to die soon any- 
way, so. ..who cares!" He shoves a nodding Katie off him, and she 
hits the floor. 

"Shit." she slurs, "are you crying, Jason?" 

.^nd, yeah. /ucA. he is. 

-DENNIS COOPER, "AIDS: WORDS FROM THE FRONT," JUNE 1995 



TfiST€ TH€ LfiT6X 

Spin: You pioneered the concept of safe sex. which is now an 
epoch-defining (heme. How do you feel about it today? 

Michael Callen, AIDS activist: I am very unhappy with what's 
become of my baby— the safe-sex, sex=death crap. In my writ- 
ings. I have attacked the cheery "safe sex is great sex" mentality. 
\o, it's not. Don't insult people's intelligence. Don't pretend 
that a latex barrier is not horrendous. Say: It's a shitty world, a 
shitty situation, and this is what we have to do in the meantime. 
I just hate the glibness of the safe-sex rhetoric, like it's not a big 
deal. It is a big deal. 

-CELIA FARBER, -AIDS: WORDS FROM THE FRONT.- APRIL IIM 
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Ain't gonna play Sun Crty: The audience at the Free Nelson Mandela concert at Wembley Stadium in London. 1988. 



ACTIVISM 

JIV€ niD 

eople are dying because of their government," says 
Jason Clay, an anthropologist studying famine in 
Ethiopia. "And what charities like Live Aid are doing is 
helping the government set up a system that is going to 
cause people to die for decades to come." The reality of Live 
Aid is that it cannot accomplish what it set out to do for the 
starving in Ethiopia— and evidence indicates that it is actually 
hurting millions of people there. 




THE FAMINE FEUD The Live Aid concerts of 1985 were the feel-good stories of the year; and 
when one-year-old Spin published the first piece to queston their ultimate effect on the Ethiopian famine, a 
mapr controversy ensued. "[Organizer] Bob Geldof mobilized his friends, and ttie media was so reluctant to 
go aganst ttie sarthood that had been imposed on him that the music industry turned on us," says Spn fouxter 
and then-editor Bob Guccione Jr Geldof issued a rebuttal to the article, which ran in the magazine in August 
1986. but refused Guccone's request for a debate. "It's the story that put Spn on the map," Guccione says. 




It was so simple at first. There was Band Aid and a song 
called "Do They Know It's Christmas?" Then Live Aid and USA 
for Africa and a brood of sub-"Aids." the trustees of compas- 
sion, bearing money and food, planning airlifts and rescue car- 
avans, selling records and singing songs. But what began as the 
most spectacular musical event in history has become an 
instrument in the greatest of Ethiopia's many tragedies. 

-ROBERT KEATmO. "UVE AID: THE TERRIBLE TRUTH,* JULY IMa 



nmRTH€ID NO 

On a cold and overcast London day (in June 1988], the Free Nel- 
son Mandela spectacular didn't glisten the way Live Aid had 
three years earlier, the performers actually seeming at odds with 
the event. Master of ceremonies VVhoopi Goldberg told the audi- 
ence that she had been encouraged not to say anj'thing political, 
and George Michael made his now widely quoted sidestep: 
"I know there are certain restrictions in certain parts of the 
world as to what people think this day's all about. But you guys 

all know, yeah?" 

The concert was broadcast in the United States by 
Rupert Murdoch's Fox network, which had altered 
the name of the concert to Freedomfest. Fox deleted 
nearly every statement against the South African 
system of apartheid, including Steven Van Zandt's 
remark that "South Africa is the only country in the 
world which has racism enshrined in its constitu- 
tion." Many of the participants felt betrayed. 

-ROBERT KEATING. -ANATOMY OF A CAUSE CONCERT MANDELA," SEPTEMBER IMi 

ReVOLUTION ROCK 

"There is a radical change between the peace events of the '60s. 
which were idealistic but impotent, and the 'BOs. which are much 
more physical and practical and. I think, better anchored. They 
have a much better chance of making a difference. This has really 
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grown out of the people's movement and out of the spirit of the 

freedom of rock music." 

-PETER OABRIEl, SEPTEMBER 1M$ 



MILLION MAN MARCH 

"Big meetings were never allowed on the plantation." 

-THE REVEREND JESSE JACKSON, JANUARY 1M« 



UJH€N PRaLIF€RS KILL 

Pro-choice physician David Gunn was shot dead by a pro-lifer in 
Pensacola, Florida. E,\iting his car one morning after driving past 
a crowd of protesters from Rescue America. Dr. Gunn was 
accosted by 31-year-old Michael Griffin, a chemical-plant worker 
who had blocked traffic at a women's clinic the week before. 
According to Rescue America head Don Treshman. Griffin told 
Gunn. "Don't kill any more babies." and pumped three bullets into 
the doctor's back. Treshman, a lay minister, saw Griffin in church 
the Sunday before: "He asked that the congregation agree with 
him that Dr. Gunn would give his life to Jesus Christ." Treshman 
conceded that he could not condone the doctor's murder, but he 

said, weighing the situation, "Quite a number of 

^^^^ babies' lives will be saved." 



"KIDS TELL YOU THEY 
AREN'T VOTING 
BECAUSE THE SYSTEM 
SUCKS, BUT THE REAL 
REASON IS THEY'RE 
EMBARRASSED THAT 
THEY DON T HAVE THE 
INFORMATION." 
— PAM BATRA OF ROCK 
THEVOTC 



-ELIZABETH MtTCHEU, "UNDER SIEGE." OCTOBER 1X3 



flBSOLUT€LV FABULOUS 

Gay Myth No. 1: "Coming out of the closet" always had 
a joyous, iconoclastic ring to it. Lately, increasing num- 
bers of the queer community want to monitor just how 
you come out. and what you come out wearing. The 
same-sex establishment would like you to be a certain 
type of gay— an "acceptable" mainstream one. not one 
that might alarm or titillate people, fall into any poten- 
tial stereotypes (no matter how endemic), or in any 
way hinder the whole gay gang from getting ahead. 

Crazy me, I prefer aiming for something a litde more daring and 
flamboyant. 'But aren't you providing a bad image for gays?" 
comes the inevitable utterance. It implies that I should tone down 
my personal style in order to help sell a move- 
ment to the mainstream, a movement that's 
supposed to be cementing my right to be flam- 
boyant and survive. It's akin to telling an 
African-.^merican. "Aren't you afraid you're 
too black to help the Civil Rights cause?" 

-MKHAEL MUSTO, -POP UFE," OCTOBER 1994 



FR€€ TIB€T 

"I find it weird that everyone's congratulating 
me." says Tibetan Freedom concert master- 
mind Adam Yauch, "That aspect is so irrele- 
vant." He details Tibetan culture's nonviolent 
principles, which he considers a model for 
saving an endangered world. But he flavors 
his message with old-fashioned Beastie Boys 
attitude. "Mostly. 1 turn on the news and it 
says. 'Hey. concert for Tibet. These artists 
showed up, and it was a great event.' That's 
not what's going on. you know? There are 
people being tortured and murdered for exer- 
cising their human rights, and our country 
has the power to do something about it." 



RUSSIAN ROUL€TT€ 

In the lobby of Moscow's huge DK Gorbunova cultural center, 
where Rage Against the Machine will play tonight, leather- 
jacketed teens are mouthing Rage lyrics like they're memoriz- 
ing English-language tapes. Backstage, a Russian interviewer 
quizzes Rage guitarist Tom Morello: "Can you explain your 
attitude toward modern social realitv?" Yes. he can. Because 
while the former USSR invented agitprop. Morello's making 
sure the term at least survives. The interviewer asks him about 
his political mentors, and you can practically see Morello. a 
good left-leaner, trying to come up with an answer that will be 
pro-revolution yet not seem. well, defcon-four bonkers in 
a country not really in the market for a revolution right 
this very moment. 

He smoothly offers the names of Emma Goldman and Rosa 
Luxemburg— revolutionaries who thrived outside of Russia, 
and thus without the taint of the gulag. Asked what he thinks 
of the Russian Revolution now. Morello deftlv notes that today 
is the Fourth of July and ties the original hopes of the Russian 
Revolution to those of America's Revolutionary War. He 
brings it up to the present, observing. "There's a permanent 
culture of resistance here in Russia, and I feel pretty comfort- 
able with that," before cautioning Russians fleeing the author- 
itarian past to not adopt the modern excesses of the West. 
"I would warn all your listeners to closely watch Boris Yeltsin 
and his masters on Wall Street." he finishes. 

As the interviewer pads away, Morello looks quite pleased 
with himself. "Doing interviews is a lot like freestv'ling." he says. 
I dare you to ask Nas about modern social reality. 

-RJ SMITM, "RED. HOT, AND BOTHERED," OCTOBER 1«9« 




-ANN POWERS, "FREEDOM ROHTERS," SEPTEMBER 11M Get On the bus: Minister Louis Farrakhan testifies at the Million Man March in 1 995. 
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FREE SPEECH 

SUICIDAL T€ND€NCI€S 

hey're trying to sue me in California over this kid who 

rshot himself. It says in this one line. 'Breaking laws, lock- 
ing doors, but there's no one at home / Make your bed. 
rest vour head, but vou lie there and moan / Where to 
hide? / Suicide is the only way out.' or something. But that's one 
paragraph in the song, and the .song is about the danger of alcohol. 
A certain percentage of alcoholics can't stand it anymore, and 
they jump off a fucking building. But the press picks up on one 
lineinasongand keeps sho\1ng it down people's throats. They're 
saying this fucking song forced this kid to shoot himself. The kid 
was fucking well sick in the mind long before he ever heard an 
Ozzy Osbourne record." 

-OZZY OSBOURNE, SEI^MBER iIm 

STICK€R IT UP VOUR V€fiH 

Major record labels have agreed on a uniform parental-guidance 
warning label for albums that could potentially be considered 
offensive. Industry executives claim the voluntary labehng effort 
is a compromise to head off stickering laws moving through state 
legislatures, but many recording artists believe the main thing 
being compromised is artistic freedom. The decision to cave in to 
the demands of Tipper Gore's Parents Music Resource Center 
(PMRCl and skittish retailers created an immediate wave of criti- 
cism. Former Dead Kennedys frontman Jello Biafra is concerned 




1 
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LYRICS OF FURY Once upon a time, Tipper Gore was rock's favorite enemy. In 1985, Frank 
Zappa appeared before a Senate committee to denounce her PMRC, which called for stricter 
monitoring of explicit song lyrics. The cover of Sonic Youth's 1990 album. Goo. included a "Smash tfie 
PMRC logo. Two years later, on Body Count s "KKK Bitch,' Ice T bragged of sodomizing Gore's 
preteen nieces. 'Parental Advisory' labels are now standard in the 
music industry major chains often refuse to carry stickered albums, 
and although Gore's PMRC days are behind her, the Second Lady is 
unrepentant. "Advisory stickers weren't censorship then, and they 
have been proven not to be censorship now." she says. "People 
come up to me all tfie time and say 'You know, when I was younge- 
I thought you were trying to take away my music. Now, as a parent o' 
teenagers, I appreciate what you did.'" Gore pleads ignorance 
when asked which of todays artists sfie finds particularly vulgar 
Tipper meet Trick Daddy 




Sinead O'Connor: soon to be booed off Bob Dylan's stage, 1992. 

issued a carefully constructed press release trying to explain her 
position. In reality, no explanation would have mattered. 

-BOB eUCCIONE JR., -SPECUU. CHILD,- NOVEMBER 1>91 

Sinead O'Coimor is not entirely repentant or. it seems, at peace. 
When 1 pose a question rather too candidly— "Do you ever look 
back at your litany of statements and just say. 'Ah. shut up'?"— she 
seems surprisingly wounded by the inference. 

"^eah." she says. "But I don't abuse myself. I mean. 1 don't need 
to since I've got so many other fucking people to do it, 

"I respect myself for being tlie age that I was and ha\ing the pas- 
sion and the integrity that I had, I can say about [ripping up the 
pope's picture on Saturday Xight Live in 1992]. I'm very proud of 

that and I stand by it and I would do it again. Quite 

a lot of the other things— like boycotting the Gram- 
my.s— I wouldn't do now because they're just fuck- 
ing young moody shit. 

"But." she continues, "coming from the family 
that I come from it is natural that I would have been 
quite a disturbed person. I don't make any apolo- 
gies for that." 



-CMHS MORRIS, -NOT * BAD BASURO ANYMORE,- AUGUST MM 



Tipper Gore: not an Ice T fan. 



that "if all forms of art are to be judged on terms of how they might 
possibly affect a child, then our cultiire will inevitably be reduced 
to a Sesame Street level." 

-MARK BLACKWELL AND NATHANIEL WICE, "X-RATED MUSIC,' iUNE 1*aO 



NO flPOLOGI€S 

Days before the 1991 Grammy Awards, during the darkest 
moments of the bombing of Baghdad. Sinead O'Connor 
announced she was boycotting the Grammys in protest of the 
Gulf War and was also quitting the music business. The previous 
August. O'Connor had caused a tremendous stir by refusing to 
allow an arena to play the national anthem before her concert. 
During the furor, she protested she'd been misunderstood and 



F**K THfl POLIC6 

Cops— If you can't beat 'em. kill 'em. That's what 
some concerned citizens believe is the message of 
"Cop Killer." the controversial track from Ice T's 
metal band. Body Count. The song first came under 
fire in 1992. when the Combined Law Enforcement 
Association of Texas called for a blanket boycott of Time Warner, 
parent company of Body Count's label, VVarner Bros, Records, 
Alabama Governor Guy Hunt soon asked record stores in his state 
to stop selling the album, and three national chains complied. 
Even President Bush and Vice President Quayle have publicly 
condemned the song, the artist, and the corporation, 
|ello Biafra: What they're trying to punish you for is using art as 
an informabon outlet. 

Ice T: Either you can say anything in America, or you can't. We 
can say, "That record does promote the killing of cops"; but we 
should still be able to make the record. That's what the First 
."Amendment means— the right to say ar^\ihing. 
What songs like N.W.A s "Fuck Tha Police" and "Cop Killer" 
are trying to do is offer a window on a world that a lot of music 
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fans may not know exists until it bashes them 
in the face. 

"Cop Killer" is coming from the perspective of 
somebody who has had police brutality levied 
against them for too long. And they've gone crazy, 
like a psychopath out on a rampage, killing cops. As 
for people taking it seriously, it is a threat because it 
does show you that under certain situations, some- 
body might flip and go out and do it.... So all these 
police are rallying now because they've been 
threatened with murder. But where's the uproar 
about people who are being murdered by them? 
The cops can go out and do something that's obvi- 
ously criminal, and the government isn't gonna 
step in. I don't want to make anybody go out there 
and get hurt: I just believe America needs a reset- 
button hit. 

-KAREN WOODS, "POLICE ON MY BACK,- SEPTEMBER 1992 



TH€ RIGHT TO CONTRACT DISPUTCS 

"There is no censorship of any significant kind in 
this country. If you really are an artist and a mainstream 
commercial label says. 'No, you can't do that on your album." 
then you quit that label." 

-CAMILLE PAOLIA, OCTOBER 1991 

PR€TTV HflT€ MflCHIN€ 

It's demeaning to the rock'n'roll tradition to blast Nine Inch Nails 
as dangerous music aimed at "children' or to claim, as (Secretary 
of Education] WilUam Bennett did on Charlie Rose, that NIN is a 
far cry from the Rolling Stones. Doesn't he remember "Midnight 
Rambler." their song about a serial killer? In the 1960s, the British 
police considered the Stones dangerous enough to arrest them on 
trimiped-up drug charges. 

Just as the Stones proved to be far more than trash for chil- 
dren, rock's second generation is challenging artistic conventions 
in ways that are sure to endure. Even proud baby boomer Oliver 
Stone mined this world\'iew when he made the film X'atural Bom 
Killers— md had Trent Reznor design the soundtrack. Yet com- 
mentators give more respect to Stone, who is frequently enlisted 



FIVE CONTROVERSIAL ALBUMS 




The 2 Live Crew: Luke Skyywalker, Fresh Kid Ice, Brother Marquis, and Mr. Mixx. 



by the media as a spokesperson for controversial culture. Con- 
servatives may not approve of his penchant for blood and guts, 
but they can defer to his Oscar nomination: liberals can stand up 
for him with passion because they've actually seen his movies. 

-ANN POWERS AND ERIC WEISBARD, "TOPSPIN," SEPTEMBER 1995 



GRNGSTR GRNGSTR 

While conservative activist C. DeLores Tucker alleges that 
gangsta rap brainwashes children into committing acts of vio- 
lence, denigrates women, and causes "the social genocide of an 
entire generation," solid evidence tliat it plavs a part in the trou- 
bles of the inner cit>' remains to be seen. "It's no different than in 
the '50s. when the Alabama White Citizens Council got on TV and 
said. If we don't destroy this nigger music it's going to degrade the 
white man to the level of the nigger.' " says Bill Stephney. who pro- 
duced several Public Enemy albums and founded R&B/hip-hop 
label StepSun Records. "And it doesn't matter if a black person 
like Tucker is getting up there and saying it." 

-JUUA CHAPUN, -THE RACE CARD,' JANUARY 1996 




Penis envy: the original 
Frankenchrist poster. 



DEAD KENNEDYS 
"FRANKENCHRIST- 

Inctuded a H.R. Giger 
poster laden with 
penises: the band was 
charged with distributing 
pornography, but a judge 
declared a mistrial. 
Ffontinan Jetio Biafra: 
"It's the greatest 
metaphor I've ever seen 
for consumer culture 
on parade." 



JANE'S ADDICTION 
"RITUAL DE LO 
HABiTUAL" 

PMRC targets fleshy 
menage a Irois cover 
retailer arrested for 
displaying It 
Perry Farrell: "I'm not 
sure what it is that 
offends the powers that 
be. It may be nudity; it 
may be the three-way 
idea. Who the fuck 
knows?" 



THE S UVE CREW 
-AS NASTY AS THEY 
WANNA BE" 

Potty-mouth lyrics com- 
pel cops to arrest record- 
store owners who sold 
the album to minors. 
Luke Skyywalker "The 
authorities paid no atten- 
tion as long as it was a 
black thing, but as soon 
as white kids began 
aping black styles, they 
came down hard." 



NIRVANA "IN UTERO" 

After Wal-Mari complains, 
fetuses are removed 
from back-cover art, and 
the song title "Rape Me" 
is changed to "Waif Me." 
Kurt Cobaln: "It's like 
she's saying. 'Rape me. 
go ahead, rape me, beat 
me. I'll survive this and 
I'm gonna fucking rape 
you one of these days 
and you won't even 
know it." 



MARILYN IMANSON 
"ANTICHRIST SUPERSTAR" 

Senate hearings blamed 
Manson's song lyrics for 
a teenager's suicide. 
Manson: "It's a tradition 
to try and blame music for 
a bad upt>ringing. These 
hearings are the result of 
someone looking to get 
reelected. They exptoit the 
parents who claim their 
kids have been injured 
because of music' 
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IT'S MORE THAN JUST A MATTER OF TASTE... 

When it's a Matter of Trust 

Latex condoms are the best protection to help 
reduce the risk of transmission of HIV (AIDS) and 
other sexually transmitted diseases, when used 
properly. Trustex* Is the only approved lubricated, 
flavored condom with reservoir tip, known for 
its superior quality and commitment to safer 
sex. You can put your trust in Trustex flavored 
condoms, designed to enhance every sensation. 
As an added tasty benefit Trustex is available in 
six stimulating flavors including: chocolate, 
vanilla, grape, banana, strawberry and cola. 
Can't decide on your favorite flavor? Then 
choose the assorted pack and enjoy them all! 
Tell your friends you've discovered the condom of the millennium! Choose from 
a 1 2-pack of assorted flavors or individual flavors in convenient three pack sizes. 
For more information, please call 1-800-285-2839 or visit www.LjneOneLabsUSA.com 
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FlexTONE 

WWW.FIJXTONE.COM 

Check out the video onlrnel 



1-877-355-7416 

International Calls (1-780-48I-39SS) 
All Credit Cards Accepted • Easy Payments Available 
(Fax your order to 1-780-487-8864) 




A Natural 
Essential 

Recommended by health experts. Crystal Body 
Deodorant uses only pure mineral salts, containing 
no aluminum chlorohydrate, to form a natural 
barrier against odor-causing bacteria. It's hypo- 
allergenic, won't stain your clothes and comes 
in a twist-up stick, roll-on, spray, rock and a 
foot spray. Available at Walgreens, Eckerd, Rite 
Aid, H.E.B., Ulta, Drug Emporium, Fred Meyer 
Nutrition, Happy Harry's, Sav-on, GNC, Osco, 
Snyder, Long's, Meijer, Shoprite, Trader Joe's, 
Medic Drug and Albertson's. For info call 
1-800-829-ROCK. In Canada: 1-800-668-3413, 
F/T Ltd., Box 756, Millbrae, CA 94030. Visit 
us @ www.thecrystal.com 



LOOKING FOR ZEST 
in Your Sex Life? 

It's easy with Astroglide 
Personal Lubricant. 
Astroglide is a long-lasting, 
natural feeling lubricant 
that enhances the 
pleasure of intimate 
activity. Its water- 
based formula is 
perfect to use alone 
or with a condom. 
For a free sample or a store near you, call 
1-800-848-5900 or visit www.astroglide.com 



"DIET OF THE STARS" is a 

Weight Loss Phenomenon! 

It's official! After 3 years and over 400,000 bottles sold, the 
Original Hollywood Celebrity Dief is still the best way to lose 
weight quickly and safely. The all- 
natural, nutrient enriched juice 
fonnula has been clinically proven 
to burn an average of 6.5% of your 
body fat in just 2 days! Comes with 
a 30-day money-back guarantee 
(less s/h). Only $29.95 + s/h. Free 
Fat Metabolizers included! (a 
$20 value) Call 1-800-767-3856 or 
visit www.celebritydiet.com to 
order. For more information, call 
1-888-297-9638. 
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pHisoderm 4 way acne cleanser 

cleans, prevents, treats, nurtures. 
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SEX, DRUGS, 
AND MIDGETS 
SERVING DRINKS 



"We went to the Cafo Opera in Slockholni," says Tommy Lee. "It's 
all beautiful inside, like a castle, and I was like 'Mmnnneeeaygh.' 
This guy was in my face and I just pooled off a "fuck you' and spit 
a big hocker right in his face, man. VVitliin milliseconds some big 
gorilla had my fists together behind my neck and he picked me 
right up off the ground and Uirew me out in the cold rain like that. 
Then there's this girl riding by on her bicycle and siie sees me lay- 
ing there and she says, Stupid ^^merican.' I lurched over there 
and punched this little girl right off her bike! 

"Then 1 was surrounded by these pissed-off people from 
Stockholm 'cause I decked this girl. They were c;ircling in like a 
pack of wolves for the kill. dude. The security guy saw me from 
inside and he hauled my ass outta there and barricaded me in a 
phone booth. In there. I was all paranoid, and I was trying to 
call my mom at home and shit." 

"You guys remember when Tommy and I bought those flare 
guns and set our room on fire in France?" chimes in singer Vincc 
Neil, cracking a pained smile behind his dark shades and Don 
Johnson shave. "We didn't know what the fuck they were, but 
we're total gun freaks and Ihey had these little cartridges you drop 
in tliem. So wo both stood o\er the bed and popped them off and— 
whang!— these big balls of fire were bouncing all over the room 
and they landed in the middle of the bed and-whump!-thoy 
ignited! The fire just ate everytlning we threw on lop of it. We .split 
in a panic, without the key. and tlie iloor locked behind us. 

"We looked under the door and wo could see flames leaping. 
We were flapping around, goin'. 'Fuck!' So we got the manager 
and he brought this huge necklace of keys. 1 think we were all 
fucked up and we got Rich [Fisher, tourmanagerj to take tlie man- 
ager away while we opened the room ourselves. Smoke and shit 
was billowing into the hall. Wo put it out and ditched the bedding 
and I guess the\- just thought we stole it or sonietliing." 

"It was like that every day for years, man," says Nikki Sixx, 
peeling off his prescription shades, shaking his head .slowly. "It 
only got worse." 

-OEAN KUIPERsT'IbEYOND THE VALLEY OF THE ULTRA GLAM BOYS." JANUARY 1990 




Sid Vicious used to follow me all over the place. I met him in Lon- 
don, when he wasn't in the Pistols. He was very nice and very 
innocent. I saw him all tlie time. 

The worst time was one night when wo had a big party, at a 
place called Country Cousin or Country Club, where e\'erybody 
had their parties. It was the simimor. and in London there's no air 
conditioning. They wore just serving beer and wine, and every- 
body was bombed. Thn whole bathroom was filled with puke-in 
tlie sink, on the toilets, on the Iloor. It was really disgusting. And 
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Lydon or somebody said, 'Dee Dee, d'ya need anything?" I said, 
"Yeah. I want some speed." So all of a sudden I had this huge 
amount of speed in my hand. I started sniffing it like crazy. 1 was 
so high, and I saw Sid. He said, 'D"ya have anytliing to get high?" 
1 said. 'Yeah. I got some speed." Sid pulled out a set of works and 
put a whole bunch a speed in the sjTinge and then stuck the nee- 
dle in the toilet with all the puke and piss in tliere and loaded it. 
He didn't cook it. He just shook it. stuck it in his arm. and got off. 

just looked at him. I'd seen it all by then. He looked at me kind 
of dazed and said. "Man, where d'you get this stuff?" 



-DEE DEE RAMONE, "MY LIFE AS A RAMONE," APRIL ISeO 



"Life is short, so why not get carried away? Like the other night, for 
example, this guy gave me head. I'm not gay. 1 don't think so any- 
way. I don't know. I just wanted to see what it felt like. And. you 
know, he stunk. I thought. 'It's gonna be good, because he's a guy.' 
But he went at it like he was eating com on the cob or something." 

-JONATHAN COLO, "LORD OF THE RINGS,' AUGUST 1(94 



"A rut is growing up in the drug era, where in order to watch a 
football game you gotta get fucked up. If you couldn't smoke a 





K€ITH RICHfiRDS 

high, I was in court. You try to say 
'Guilty, your honor' 25 times and keep 
a straight (ace."--YAKETY yak.- may igas 



Dee Dee, d'ya need anything? Sid (second from right) spots some promising toilet water, as Nancy (center), Dee Dee (right), and friends look on, 1976. 



bowl of DMT. a bowl of red hash, fill your nose with cocaine, and 
do some THC and two lines of acid and walk out of the room, 
you weren't cool. I grow up in that mentality. It worked for me 
for a while, jii.sl as it does for everybody, but I would say now. 
looking bat:k. don't ever try heroin or i;oke. In the beginning it was 
inspirational for me. but having that addictive personality-, grow- 
ing up where I go/ lo climb that tree, I got to swim longer than 
you underwater, catch more raccoon than you. have the girlfriend 
with the bigge.st tit.s— a mentality which I have and will alwavs 
have, because I love it— drugs were no longer a sled for me to ridi^ 
down the biggest hill and be the first to hit the bottom; it became 
an elephant on my back, and I never made it onto Ihe sled." 

-SCOTT COHEN. "TALK THIS WAY," JANUARY 19U 



Courtney Love: Tell me more about your love life. 

Stevie Nicks: Well, when Lindsey [BuckinghamI and I broke up 

during Rumoiim, I started going out with Don Henley. And you 

know, 1 was like the biggest Eagles fan of life. 

That's a perfect couple right there. I mean, that's the California. 

the San Andreas Fault couple. He was really cute. too. 

He was really cute, and he was elegant. Don taught me to spend 

money. 

How did he teach you to spend money? I've never had a guy do 
that for me. 

Well. 1 just watched him. that's how. He was okay with, say. buy- 
ing a house like that |snaps her fingers] or sending a I.earjet to 
pick you up. 

I had a Learjet phase for a little bit. but I couldn't really afford 

it. While we're on the subject, tell me about your rose Porsche. 

Me and a bunch of my friends were in my house in Phoenix: we 

were up all night doing lots of cocaine and watching that movie 

Risky Business. That's one of my favorites. And I just made a call 

and thai Porsche was delivered. 

Vou said, " I want a rose Porsche"? 

I said. "1 want the samo Poischo that's in Risky Business" 

There's a rose Porsche in Risky Business"! 

Yes. tliere is. And I bought it. That morning. 

Wow. You know. I still think Don Henley is sexy. 



-"BLONOE ON BLONDE,' OCTOBER 19S7 




"I don't like to be super-serious all the time," Armstrong under- 
states. "But now people expect me to pull my pants down and wig- 
gle my penis in front of their face, just because they hea rd about it 
on MTV." Of course, later that evening, Armstrong does precisely 
that, dropping Irou to Ihedeliglil uftliu crowd, and lo tlie dismay of 
the roadie who's forced to hitch those pants back up. 



-CRAIG MARKS, 'AN AMERICAN FAMILY,* DECEMBER IMS 



The day before the first of four shows, warm-up act Livin 
Colour's lead guitarist, Vernon Reid, did a radio interview, and a 
caller asked about the controversial Guns N' Roses song "One in 
a Million." Reid. who is black, said he likes Guns N' Roses but 
took exception to some of the words and sentiments in lliat song. 
On the way to the stage for his band's set. Axl Rose pressei 



I 




(d \il (((! seerris stuck In that phase where pissing off Mom and 
j |m= Ik Dad Is his main priority. Manson recalls a gig his parents 
ls= ls= attended last year In their home state of Florida: "Someone 
from Nine Inch Nolls came on and started doing obscene things, and 
I got involved In that. I sow my parents after the show, and I said, 
'Dad, this is the guy whose, uh. dick I just sucked.'" 
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his face close to Reid's: "I heard on the radio that you guys got a 
problem with some of the things I got to say." Then Rose 
launched into his own defense, claiming he never thought of 
"you guys as niggers." 

When Rose hit the stage, he stepped to the microphone and 
said. "Before we .start playing I want to say I'm sick of all this pub- 
licity about our song 'One in a Million.' I'm not a fucking racist...." 
He went on to state that not all niggers are niggers but if someone 
is "acting like a fucking nigger," then hfi'll call if as he sees it. /\iid 
the same thing goes "for fucking faggots." And then he said, "If you 
still want to call me a racist, you can shove it up your ass." 

-DANNY SUGERMAN, "BAD TO THE BONE." NOVEMBER 1990 



The producer L.T. walks over to the table where Snoop has laid 
out a fat joint he'd lovingly rolled around the foliage of a glisten- 
ing green bud. and he pretends to sweep the weed into his pocket. 

"Let's see if he forgets," L.T. says. "I bet if wo clear tliis off, nigga 
will forget about it and roll himself another one," 

"BeL" says Dat Nigga Da;;. "Some tilings. Snoop never forgets." 

*I don't know about that," says a skinny engineer, and suddenly 
everybody has plucked bills from their wallets, calculating odds, 
ready to bet on Snoop as if he were a pit bull in the ring. L.T. 
reaches for tlie weed, but before he can hide it. Snoop strolls 
back into the room, heads straight for the table, and lovingly fires 

Waiting to exhale: Snoop Dogg enjoys a nice "jazz cigarette* in Brussels. 1998. 





Blood, lust GG Allln snuggles the stage in San Antonio, 1 989, 

the fattie into sputtering life. A dozen wallets slide back into hip 
pockets and the room resonates with something like a groan. 

Snoop exhales enough smoke to give all of Woodland Hills a 
potent contact high. "I knew there was something in here I forgot," 
he says. 

-JONATHAN GOLD, TROUBLE FUNK," FEBRUARY 1>«7 



In April 1994, Earle took a nosedive. He plowed into a pickup on 
1-40 and had to be airlifted to Vanderbilt Hospital. He was treated 
and released, but tlie wreck nearly scalped him, scarring his fore- 
head and knocking out a tooth. He'd already been losing teeth for 
three years— they were rotting out of his head— so he had them all 
pulled and implants wired to his gums. May brought a charge of 
criminal forfeiture, and July charges of trespassing, driving with a 
suspended license, drug possession, and possession of parapher- 
nalia—in tills case, three rocks, a crack pipe, and ten syringes. Still, 
he didn't have to go to jail. Every time one of his many ciises came 
to trial, Earle had pricey legal help to delay the inevitable. They 
kept him out of prison while he got himself in deeper shiL 

-MARK SCHONE. -DRUGSTORE COWBOY," MAY 1995 



"I just feel that the whole way drugs are dealt with is totally 
wrong. They should be like food. Is anybody considered a food 
addict because they eat three times a day? If you're going to put 
something in your body, why can't you think of that as your 
food?" 

-CHRIS VAUGHAN, "DEAD FINGERS TALK," JULY 1187 



Spin: How did you lose your virginity? 

John Oates: In a finished basement, on a couch, in a traditional way. 
Daryl Hall: With a girl I picked up on the street. We went into tlie 
woods with a bottle of wine. She took her teeth out because, she 
said, if she kept them in, she might swallow them. 

-"35 SECONDS THAT SAY IT ALL," AUGUST 1990 



Three hardcore bands had already played that sweltering June 
afternoon when GG Allin emerged from the apartment of his 
friend and walked naked across the street to the stage. He was in 
an especially frenzied state, having spent the afternoon doing 
prodigious amounts of cocaine. 

Out of control from the get-go, he attacked the crowd with a 
vengeance that was extreme even for AUin, He viciously cracked 
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"All yoa'n gbaM fMl la good." 

Sure, the ""tunes^ seaai good, the 

DJs seem good, itf.s all good. 

I 1 I lAt FIRSTI 1 I But then you're hook 

ed and the turntables turn. JUst how 

"good" are you gonna feel when you 
have to move what ' s left of your 
belongings into a box car? I? 



DOKZa-ATOK aka Sasta D 

THis unlicensed DJ's (Death 
Jgckey I ) 

raggae show now has 100.000 
desperate addicts. How many more 
must fall under his spell before 
we awaken from our slumber??? 
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want." 

Nail biting, slouching, 

close" dancing — these are things 
you can quit. Llve365.coai is not. 
Pretty soon, you'll be skipping work. 
Kids will bo playing hooky. And 
who's that sitting in your barca 
lounger? Why it's 
Saddam Busseinl * ~ 
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a»t Im good.' 

That's just what the Tri- 
lateral Commission (aika the 
Illvuninati aka the Bilder- 
bergers) wants you to believe. 
Wake up, Nancy I Free music 
leads directly to Free Love- 
and next thing you know you're 
keeping time to the music with 
a big dose of the Clap I 
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farmer and his mower? Think 
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several people in the face with his microphone, 
drawing blood, and knocked one photographer 
uncon.scious with his own camera. In the middle 
of his second .song, AUin defecated on the stage, 
picked up tlie excrement, and rubbed it on himself 
and on a woman in the audience. When soundman 
John Credo tlion pulled the plug on the show. Allin 
hurled himself into a set of French doors, sending 
shattered glass and splintered wood flying. While 
Allin stumbled about, covered in blood from head 
to toe. the audience began to riot, stampeding into 
the courtyard, throwing chairs and pieces of metal 
and bottles from a rec>'cling bin. The bouncers who 
were hired as security began beating people 
trapped inside the small performance space with 
socks filled with metal or rocks.... After just one and 
a half songs. Allin's last gig was over. 

-AL WEISEL, "GOING, COING, GONE," SEPTEMBER 1N3 



"This guy in Germany, from a punk-rock maga- 
zine, he had this tape recorder and he says, 'Do 
you still tliink you're a punk?' And I .said. 'Yes,' or 
something. He said, 'Why?' and I said 'I've got 
punk-rock attitude.' And he said. 'I don't think 
you're a punk.' And I .said. "Hey look.' [Shows how 
he smashed the tape recorder with his foot.] 
"That's punk-rock attitude."* 

-ANNETTE STARK, "IDOL CHATTER," JUNE 19(e 



KURT COBflIN fiND 
COURTN€V LOV€ 




^urf was a gobbler^ys Courtney Love. "If you 
had acid, he'd take acid. If you had mushrooms, 
he'd take mushrooms. When it came to drugs, he 
was abusive in a very intense way. If there were 
40 pills, he'd take 40 pills, instead of taking two 
pills and making it last a month." ja 
Love, pulling hard on her ever-present cigarette, fl 
recalls the hellish spectacle of her husband's fre- 
quent overdoses. "The day Frances was bom, this 
dealer came to llie hospitaL There were 8,000 
nurses and doctors outside the door, and Kurt was 
in the hospital. He's already on a fucking morphine 
drip for his stomach, and tlien he arranges for this 
dealer to come and stick a needle into tlie He like 
totally died. I've never OD'd, ever. I've gotten really fuckingblasto, 
but instead of OD'ing. I start talking too much, screaming and 
running around naked and getting hysterical, cutting my arms, 
you know, crazy shit. But I never have fallen on the floor blue." 

-CRAIG MARKS, "ENDLESS LOVE." FEBRUARY 19(5 



Near the end of Metallica's last tour, rhythm guitarist and vocalist 
James Helfield got an idea for a party. "It was going to be great," he 
says. "Farm animals, midgets serving drinks, tits everywhere— that 
kind of shit. Jagermeister ended up sponsoring the thing and gixing 




A, A, UJ€NDV O. UjlLLIfiMS The Plasmatics spent 
((((((l '^^'^^ °' money they got from albums and 
|lli= I l!= pertormonces buying the cars and television 
1^= ls= sets they would then demolish. The pyrotechnic 
bills vi/ere huge. Amplifiers, lighting trusses, guitars— all were 
subjected to explosive effect. Little could equal the sight of 
Plasmatics frontwoman Wendy O. Williams wailing and 
shouting, wearing stiletto-heel boots, otherwise accoutered 
only in shaving cream and a bit of black tope over her 
nipples for modesty's sake, pumping a shotgun loaded with 
blanks while a false ceiling rigged by her technically 
inspired crew collapsed around her. 

-JOY WILLIAMS, "THE LOVE SONG OF WENDY O WILLIAMS." SEPTEMBER 1991 



away free drinks. There were barf puddles everywhere." There 
was one small problem. "The midgets wouldn't do it. They heard 
the name Metallica, and they said, "No chance, we'll get abused." " 



-BOB MACK, "PRECIOUS METAL," OCTOBER 1991 



N€ RN 



Ozzy Osbourne: Til be perfectly honest. I'm a man who has ; 

desires. I do have fantasies. It's a natural thing. m 

Dr. Ruth: Absolutely. S 

To walk down the street and see some person and think, 'I could S 

have a good time with her...." For someone to say to me. "I'd never ► 
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do that"— I think that person is sick in the head. It's bullshit. 
Right. 

So yes, I do have fantasies. But I've been around. I've done all tho 
things rock'n'roll stars are supposed to do. 
Like going with groupies? 

Yeah, I've gone with the groupies. Which are boring. They are 

boring. 

Because they admire you so much? 

Vou don't get any sexual satisfaction out of them. It's like some 
piece of meat. Since meeting Sharon...! can talk to her. We have a 
very active sex life, which you can tell from the fact that we've 




((( this," says Liam Gallagher, holding 
his hand in a backward peace sign, 
the British version of flipping the bird. 
"I stopped doing this because the people I was 
telling to fuck off were the great fucking publici 
So I don't do it anymore. I just sort of laugh, and 
wave, 'Hello England! Hello public!' and then a 
swift kick in the shin to the photographer." 
Gallagher mimes a vicious kick, as though the 
photographer's shin were a soccer ball. Then he 
sits back down. "I'm young," he says, "but I'm 

leOrning." -THOMAS BEUER, "among the thugs,- OCTOBER 1997 



had three children in three years. (Laughs) 

But before, how did you manage with the groupies? 

You flo Ihoso things bocause tlioy're there. It's like a kid in a cake 
shop. So yes, you've got to bo a liar to say you never did. Of course 
I did. I went crazy for about ten years. But then I began to feel 
like an object for //ip/rsatisfaction. I wasn't getting anv'tliing out of 
it. A quick shot and it was all over. 1 didn't want to see them. 
1 didn't want to talk to them. I just wanted them out of my bod. 
Did it ever happen that in the morning you woke up and couldn't 
remember their names? 

I couldn't even remember where I'd found a lot of them. 

-"SEX i DRUGS & SOMETHING ELSE: DR. RUTH TALKS TO OZZY OSBOURNE,* 
APRIL 19S6 



Tom Cushman, referring to tho early '80s: Adam Yauch had this 
gun he was shooUng, and then this car is coming down the street 
All of a sudden, Yauch just picks up the gun and levels it. He 
aimed off about 20 feet but shot in the basic direction of the car. 
I remember it swerving and I was like, "Oh. ..my. ..God!" 1 just 
started booking, fucking running as fast as I can to get back to 
his apartment. Finally we get in the door and we're quiet for a 
moment. I was like, "Why?" And he said, "I don't know." 

-ALAN LIGHT, "THE STORY OF YO," SEPTEMBER 1999 



"There was this aftershow party at a bar around the corner," says 

Breeders frontwoman Kim Deal, "and I went over and Ed ('King' 
Roeser, Urge Overkill bassist) was with Chrissie Hyndc, and she's 
drinking tequila out of a bottle in her purse and making out with 
him pretty heavy in the booth. 1 guess because Ed's girlfriend per- 
son or whatever was in tho bar, ho stnrtod encouraging mo, really 
encouraging mo. to come over and meet Chrissie. I guess he was 
trying to finesse the situation or something. And I'm like, you 
know. This doe,sn't seem like the right time, Ed,' but I sat down 
next to the booth and he's trying to interrupt this make-out ses- 
sion with Chrissie Hynde to introduce me. So finally he pulled 
away from her and said. 'Chrissie. this is Kim from tho Breed- 
ers.' And Chrissie looked up, kind of confused, and said in this 
slurred voice. 'You're not a chick, you're a dude.' Then she 
reached out and grabbed my boob. So I'm in shock, right, and 
I guess Chrissie got embarrassed, because then she grabbed my 
hand and put it on hurhoob, like it was a booboff or something." 

-CHARLES AARON, "RAW DEAL," JULY 1«M 




Two middle-aged moms with a toddling little girl in tow shy up to 
the door of tlie bus and ask for an autograph. Someone hands tlie 
paper and pen to guitarist )ohn Frusciante. Without looking out 
e window, he grabs it and scribbles: "I'm so painfully huge 
I want to destroy your hymens. Love, lohn." 

I can't believe you wrote that." mumbles backup singer Robbie 
'Allen through a mouthful of Pop Tarts as the souvenir is deliv- 
ered. Across the gas station's pump islands, the two ladies are 
shaking their heads, looking blank. Frusciante is grinning. 
"It just slips out." he savs. Hi 

-DEAN KUIPERS, -PHYSICAL GRAFFm," FEBRUARY 19(0 
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SOMETIMES AN EVERYDAY OBJECT IS CHANGED BY THE PERSON USING IT. 
EVERY SO OFTEN, A PERSON IS CHANGED BY THE OBJECT 
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VINTAGE TOP HAT WITH HOMEMADE CONCHA BAND, 1987 

BELONGS TO: Slash 
WITHOUT HAT: hirsute guitarist 
WITH HAT: King of Snal<es 

"Guns was playing the Whisky the night I bought the hat in this store on Melrose. If you look 
at the Appetite record, there's a collage on the inside with a photo of me playing a red 

guitar. That was the first night I ever wore it. I was so stoned I couldn't move. 
Whenever I was too high to look anybody in the eye, I would use it as a shield."— Slash 
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^LAUNUM-PLATED NOSE AND iHlNiSTONE-iiyDDlD GLASSES. 1992 
BELONGS TO: Digital Underground's Shock-G 
WITHOUT NOSE: mastermind of Oakland rap collective 
WITH NOSE: "Humpty... pronounced witti an umpty." 

"Due to the deep amount of noses I may give away to a really down-ass head or 
gorgeous girl after shows over the years, I'm actually down to one Humpty Nose. 1 also lose 

them In the mosh pit."— Shock-G 



CLOCK PENDANT, 1M7 

BELONGS TO: Flavor Flav 
WITHOUT CLOCK: just lampln" 
WITH CLOCK: also clockin' 

"The clock symbolizes time being the most Important element that we have In our lives. 
I always say that I'm clockin', which means I'm paying very close attention. No one can 
really get fast on Flov because I already know what time it is."— Flavor Fiav 



KNIT T=SH1CT ¥UOM TOE "SMELLS LIKE TEEN SFlilT" VIDEO, 199] 
BELONGED TO: KurtCobain 
WITHOUT SHIRT: gifted musician 
WITH SHIRT: hero, iconoclast, firestarter, time bomb 

"Kurt tiated that video. He thought the cheerleaders were too pretty. He wanted them to 

look like L7. Likewise, Nirvana made it very clear that they wouldn't get dressed 
up for a music video. No stylist. They were adamant about wearing their own clothing. 
Kurt loved that shirt."— Samuel Bayer, "Smells Like Teen Spirit' director 



The way to download, 



EMusic is 75.000 tracks of pure, open MP3 downloadable music — 
from artists you know and 600 worthy indie labels (with more added 



daily). Alternative. Punk. Rock. Elearonica. Hip Hop. World, Reggae, 




Get $5^ worth of 
downloadable music FREE! 
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RED LIPSTICK. \99B 
BELONGS TO: the Cure's Robert Smith 
WITHOUT LIPSTICK: large, pasty, moody lad 
WITH LIPSTICK: wonderfully, wonderfully, wondertully, wonderfully pretty 

"Ttie lipstick is Jane's. It's called 'Reddest.'"— Robert Smith 



Christina Agufiew 
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BLACK 'FLY" SU!M©lASSEa, 1991 

BELONGS TO: Bono 
WITHOUT GLASSES: mega rock star 
WITH GLASSES: ironic mega rock star 

"The Fly needs to tee! mega. It has to be huge. It has to have artifice. There's a lot of mileage 
in that character. He can get away with a lot of shit I could never get away with."— Bono 
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MTV'S SPRING BREAK 

MOOK5, MfllKNS, RND QUflRT6R-5NORTeR5 

t's a fiercely hot March day in the middle of spring break in 
Lake Havasu City, Arizona. MTV is here to celebrate the sea- 
son by taping several shows. They've invited all the spring 
breakers to be in the audience, but not everyone cares to. 
Being in the MTV spring break audience means parting with your 
keg for a few hours, and there are a bunch of kids at the beach who 
simply don't consider that an option. Besides, down here at 
the beach, a group of about 300 young men just found an 
old-fashioned way to relax together. They're having fun the way peo- 
ple used to have fun, back before television was invented. They're 
crowding by the water's edge, pounding their fists up and dovm in 
the air. They're chanting, "Show us yovu' tits! Show us your tits!" 

The subjects of this zany prank are a couple of bikini-clad coeds 
on a boat just offshore. One of the more clever girls decides to 
leave the safety of her boat and wade into the midst of this throng. 
She's passed around by dozens of groping hands, in a scene that 
resembles an open casting call for The Accused. Finally, she 
shows those coveted tits. She earns herself a savage roar of 
approval and is swallowed by the chanting crowd. 

Soon, another boat drifts by. A young man on it grabs his girl- 
friend and leads the beach crowd in the "Show us your tits!" 
chant. She won't do it. He shrugs apologetically to his 300 col- 
lege buddies onshore, who take the disappointment as bravely 
as they can. (They switch their cry to "Fuck you! Fuck you!" 
and throw beer cans at the girl.) Now a third boat drifts by. No 
ladies on board, but the skipper is blasting "Smells Like Teen 
Spirit." The crowd changes their chant again, this time to 
"Nlr-va-na! Nir-va-nal" 

From where I'm standing, it sounds like as good an explana- 
tion for Kurt Cobain's suicide as anything I've heard yet. 

The press is welcome to visit MTV's spring break coverage, but 
journalists are strongly discouraged from canvassing any part of 
the massive compound without publicity's supervision. I manage 
to build up points for good behavior, and on a few occasions, I'm 
actually allowed to walk over to the Port-a-Potties by myself. 
Aside from this subversive act, almost nothing is left to chance 
this week. Every moment has been planned, every word meticu- 
lously scripted. 

I spend a morning watching two MTV employees write cue 
cards for the talent show Fame or Shame. 

One panicked cue-card writer asks another. "Where's the 
card for Dr. Dre to welcome everyone back after the commer- 
cial break?" 

She searches the pile frantically. To her great reUef, she finds the 
cue card. 

WELCOME BACK! it reads. 

On a few occasions, I'm allowed to talk to the kids in the audi- 
ence. Publicity hangs a few paces back, making sure no network 
secrets are inadvertently divulged. 

This is the kind of dangerous stuff I overhear: 

"Um...Lisa?" one girl asks another. "Um...like, what'd you put 
in your hair today?" 

"Um...everything?" Lisa says. 

I manage to find a small group of dissident audience kids 



who are actually bitter toward MTV. They're angry. They feel 
they've been betrayed. We lower our voices and share. Turns 
out the students are upset that they weren't selected by MTV 
recruiters to perform their particular talents on Fame or Shawe. 

"I snorted three quarters up my nose, and they didn't even pick 
me." one guy complains. 

"But they picked the girl who drank ketchup," his girlfriend 
snaps. 

"Drinking ketchup is not a talent." the quarter-snorter sniffs 
archly. 

"MTV came out to our motel because they heard my buddy 
could bark like a dog and they wanted him on the show,' another 
guy adds. 

This revelation brings group outrage. "Bark like a dog?" the 
students say in disgust. "And he gets to be on MTV? Who can't 
bark like a dog?" 

Much competitive barking follows to prove this point. 

During the taping, a college kid seeks fame by drinking a milk 
shake concocted in his buddies' mouths. Ed Lover invents a quick 
little tune. "You are famous!" Ed sings to the milk-shake man. "You 
are no longer an anus! You were on MTV for a short period of 
time!" He trails off. "Now get the hell out of here...." 

-EUZABETH GILBERT, -DUMB AND DUMBER,' JULY 1««S 





Obey your thirst: another aspiring king of beers. 



PENTECOSTAL FEVER 

TUUO VOUNG PUNKS G€T 5RV€D (SORT OF) 

n Father's Day in 1995, Brownsville, Florida, pastor 
John Kilpa trick asked \Tsiting evangelist Steve Hill to 
preach the morning ser\ice. Kilpatrick, who'd long 
felt stymied in his ministry, had been praying for 
revival for two-and-a-half years. During that morning's service, 
just as Hill called repentant sinners to the altar, a supernatural 
wind rushed between Kilpatrick's legs. He grabbed the micro- 
phone and gasped. "Folks, this is what we've been praying for. 
lump in. The power of God has just come in this place." He col- 
lapsed to the floor and. with the Holy Spirit covering him like a 
"glory blanket." could not get up. Hill returned to the pulpit that 
night, then came back and preached Monday, too. Day by day. he 
canceled his other godly bookings and stayed in Brownsville until 
the crowds were so huge that he realized he wasn't going any- 
where any time soon. 

Two years later. BrownsvUle Assembly of God has a sign out 
front that reads 103.000 s.aved. More than one million people 
from all over the world have come so far; up to 6,000 a night 
partake of a phenomenon that has become the talk of evangeli- 
cal America. 

Seventeen-year-old Bubba and 19-year-old Nadia rode the 
Greyhound overnight from Lake Charles. Louisiana, on .Mon- 
day. At 5:30 Tuesday morning, they shouldered their packs, 
dismounted the Dog in downtown Pensacola, and walked 
another two hours to the church on DeSoto Street, where they 
curled up on a corner of the concrete steps. That's where 
I found them. Nadia in black leather jacket and dyed reddish 
locks, Bubba in flannel, earrings, and quarter-inch blond hair. 
"What are you doing out here?" I asked. "Trying to get some 
sleep." they answered. 

What I meant was. What brings two punk kids to this hard- 
core revival? "My mom's family are all witches." says Nadia 
later, as she digs into a chef s salad at Waffle House. Nadia and 
her mom appeared on The Maury Povich Show last spring. The 
episode was called "Did You Ever Kick Your Teenager Out and 
Live to Regret It?" At that time Nadia favored a goth look, 
inspired by living within the vampire subculture of New 
Orleans. Her friends were drug dealers and strippers with 
sharpened teeth who never went out during the day. Then she 
moved back to Lake Charles and started dating the lead singer 
of an old-school punk band called the Gay Nazis. She and two 
other girlfriends became a ladies' auxiliary called the Lesbian 
Jews. The Nazis' favorite trick was to pick their noses, shove the 
boogers up their butts, and then chase the girls with the results. 
Sometimes Nadia's beau just punched her instead. 

Then, last August. Nadia found God. A few months ago. she 
left her mom's house and went to live with her best friend, 
Bubba s sister. Bubba was never a Gay Nazi, and he never pulled 
the sUnk-finger trick. He was a death-metal fan who rarely left 
the house e.xcept to go party in graveyards. He may, however, 
be the only Bubba in Southwest Louisiana with a pierced 
tongue. And his real name is Damien. "I'm not named after the 
Antichrist in The Omen." he insists. "I'm named after the priest 
in The Exorcist.' 

-IMARK SCHONE, "AN AWESOME GOO,' SEPTEMBER 1M7 
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Chronic townies: R.E.M. (Mike Mills, Peter Buck, Bill Berry; and Michael Stipe) looking for lost religion, 1991. 

AT HOME WITH R.EM 

DISCOVERING MICHR6L STIPE'S SECRET STASH 




:20 P.M. Monday afternoon; Brooke Johnson. R.E.M. 's 
lovely, talented, and ruthlessly organized assistant, 
returns from lunch to find two writers busy at work in 
her office. Jim Greer is beginning this story on the official 
R.E.M. typewriter, while Mark Blackwell thumbs through a 
Rolodex, copying down the addresses of as many famous rock 
stars as he can. "You guys reek." Brooke says by way of greeting. 
'What have you been doing?" 

The writers had arrived promptly at 11:00 a.m. and had met 
Brooke along witli band manager Jefferson Holt (immortalized by 
the line "Jefferson. 1 think we're lost" on Reckoning] and Bertis 
Downs, R.E.M.'s lawyer. Upon discovering that the band was tied 
up in a photo shoot. Mark and Jim set about interviewing local 
bartenders. But finally things seemed to be getting under way. 

Soon Michael Stipe arrives. He needs to run some errands, so 
Jim and Mark offer to drive him around. 

Michael: We need to go by my house, but you have to swear to 



God never to tell anybody where it is. 
Mark: Don't worry. You can trust us. 
Michael: I've been burned by journalists too many times. 
Jim: Don't worry. 

Michael: You guys want a raw carrot? 
Mark and Jim: Sure. 

Michael pulls a bimch of carrots out of his leather bag. Later, as 
Mark slams on the brakes to avoid killing a cat, the singer's bag 
falls to the floorboard and spills out a pile of htUe brown cubes. 

Mark: Sorry about that. 

Michael: It's okay. You guys want some baked tofu? 
Mark and Jim: Sure. 

Michael gives directions to a friend's place, where a huge oak 
tree covered in strings of lights stands in the backyard, harboring 
an elaborate house in its higher branches. The three climb up the 
tree and get down to business. 

-MARK BLACKWEU AND JIM CReER, -GOING FOR BMOOUE,- MARCH Itti 
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ESCAPE FROM RANONG 

fl UURIieR IN THRILflND FR66S fl CHILD 56X SLflVC 



I III n the truck's cab. I thought about all the checkpoints ahead, and 
because I had no plan, I stopped thinking about them. The pho- 
tographer might have had a plan, but although he was only a 
III window-thickness away I could not communicate with him. 
The girl's head was on the photographer's shoulder. That made 
me happy, that she could sleep a little. Hea\Tness came from never 
knowing if the next car would be the pimp's. The supposition was 
that if he were to follow us at all he would go back to the brothel 
and get helpers, maybe gunmen, to come grinding after us 
through the cricket-shrieking night. 

After the first hour of those windy roads, the little girl began to 
throw up. We stopped and cleaned her off a little with leaves. 
Then I lifted her into the back of the truck with me where there 
was more fresh air. 1 touched her hand and told her that she was 



ROAD TO FREEDOM "Bil said he ddrft want to just do a story on Thai sex slaves, he wanted 
to free one,' s^ Bob Guccione Jr; In the end, Vbllmann and photographer Ken Mte" deiivered the young 
girl, Sukanja, to a women's center n Bangkok and gave her $2,00Q A few years latei; she was reportedly 
In school and had a small sewing business, \follmann and Miller also tracked down the father wtx) had sold 
his daughter nto prostrtutm "He was really poor — he lived in a grass hut," MIer says. 'I don't ttunk anything 
happened to him. [The cops] just expteined that he shouldn't have sold his daughtec" Vdlmann and Milter 
gave him some money. 1 think he txxjght a TV with it." 



number one, but she only sat on my duffel bag, staring at the scut- 
tering trees with her elbows on her knees, her T-shirt like a pale 
white moth of sadness. She vomited again and again, and I held 
her icy hand. 

It seemed to me that a car was following us. and I tried to pull 
her down onto the truck bed where she would not be conspicu- 



ous, but she resisted with all her puny strength, and I realized that 
this girl, who had not even developed breasts yet, must think I was 
trying to rape her. The photographer later said I should have 
dragged her out of sight no matter what she thought, and he was 
probably right, but 1 just could not bring myself to do it. So I sat 
there with my arm around her as she shivered and spewed more 
puke with little half-digested grains of rice in it, and 1 squeezed 
her hand but she did not return the pressure. We stayed like that, 
mile after mile up that sinister road, until the blue dawn. 

At one triangle of incandescent tubes we were stopped for per- 
haps ten minutes and I heard the police talking with the driver, 
and their flashlights shone through my hood. I prepared for the 
worst. We were kidnappers. There was a very good chance that 
we would go to prison. We were still in Ranong Province, perhaps 

close enough to the nest of snakes in the town of 

S. to receive some poisonous bite. 1 did not dare 
move. Finally the police were looking at me, and 
so I threw back my hood, sat up, and saluted 
them as cheerily as I could. They laughed, 
saluted me back, and went their way. Presently, 
the truck began to move again. 

In the daylight an hour or two later we stopped 
at a gas station, and the girl went to the toilet. 
I waited for her. When she came out I bowed to 
her and she threw her arm desperately around my waist 
"Pel," I said. "Big brother." 
She nodded. 

She shook her head to everything else, every offer of water or 
gum or an^-thing. She was the saddest little girl I had ever seen. 

-WILLIAM T. VOUMANN, "SEX SLAVE,' DECEMBER 1M3 





Show us the money: Scorpions bring stiag tiaircuts to Budapest 1986. 



BEHIND THE IRON CURTAIN 

SCORPIONS ROCK THC CflSTCRN BLOC 

■ ou have to understand what's going on here. In a week 
or so it will be the 30th anniversary of the Hungarian 
revolution, that courageous uprising of the Hungarians 
against the Soviets, the first time a satellite country ever 
took up arms against the Russians. Of course, without the Hun- 
garians receiving outside help, the Russkics were able to squash 
the revolt flat— literally, under their tank treads. Now they need 
to showcase the place as a modem and liberal state that tolerates 
even heavy metal. 

So who do they get to oblige them? You got it, the West Ger- 
man band Scorpions. Manager David Krebs realizes his product 
has a chance to become like Pepsi in Russia, like Wham! in China. 
It doesn't take an M.B.A. to realize that the first band to break the 
Soviet bloc is going to be able to retire tomorrow. 

Tonight at least, this giant Yale Bowl-like stadium is an open 
city. For the kids streaming in, getting here involved kissing ass 
to machine-gun-toting bullies. For about half of them, it involved 
crossing a few international borders past killjoy goons looking 
for an excuse to throw them in jail. Walking into the stadiimi itself 
is like going through Checkpoint Charlie. You are stopped five or 
six times by special poUce who aren't looking for booze smugglers 
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IF BILL DOLE, BOB 
DOLE, WHATEVER 
THE HELL HIS NAME 
IS, APPROACHED 
US, I COULD GET 
SOMEBODY TO 
SAY TO HIM, 
■I CAN GET YOU 
ALL THESE KIDS.'" 

—STEVE RIFKIND 




but stare into your eyes to second-guess what you're thinking. 

As I walk backstage, Krebs grabs me and says. "I wanted the 
band to throw a hundred cassettes of their last album into the 
audience. Just think, in one year the kids would make ten copies 
each for their friends— a hundred thousand new Scorpions fans." 

Krebs is convinced the only reason the Politburo allows 
rock'n'roll behind the Iron Curtain is for the kids to blow off steam. 
Rock'n'roll as the opiate of the adolescent masses: that way, the gov- 
ernment won't have to deal with any more Polands. It's a scary 
thought— rock becoming so safe that even the commies use it to con- 
trol their people and keep them from thinking about the real issues. 

I leave to search the crowd in the huge playing field. I am amazed 
at the mind-boggling sameness of it all. In New 'V'ork City, you can 
always tell when a heavy-metal band is playing Madison Square 
Garden, because the angel-dust casualties and the kids in motor- 
cycle-gang gear, sans motorcycles, train in from the suburbs to 
Pennsylvania Station under the Garden and wander around the 
Garment District in a drunken stupor. Here in Budapest. 40,000 



TAKIN' IT TO THE STREETS 

HIP-HOP'S GU€RRILLn flDM6N 



es is always on the lookout for eye-catching tricks. On 
this particular morning, the South Bronx native made 
it a point to sticker all the expressway signs on the 
routes entering and leaving the Yankee Stadium area, 
so that any fans driving to the game will have to see Wu-Tang 
Clan logos. "We are controlling this shit!" he reports. Just as in 
the military— where the era of conventional warfare is over, 
replaced by door-to-door fighting and guerrilla combat— so too 
does street-level marketing now carry the day in the 
eternal struggle of corporations battling to win the 
hearts and minds of the consumer. 

It's a revolutionary, cost-effective approach to mar- 
keting and promotion, and Fortune 500 companies 
have lined up for the Steven Rifkind Company's ser- 
vices at a tab that ranges from 3300,000 to $1 million 
per client— which makes Rifkind. who also runs Wu- 
Tang home base Loud Records, the white guy most 
responsible for translating the aesthetics of inner-city 
style into a language corporate America can dig. "If Bill 
Dole, Bob Dole, whatever the hell his name is, 
approached us," says Rifkind, "I could get somebody to 
say to him, 'I can get you all these kids.'" The company 
sends out squads of enthusiastic young hip-hop heads like Ces to 
do grass-roots promotion in 26 cities where they give away prod- 
uct, test reaction, gather feedback, and work the crowd. For all 
this, they aren't particularly well-compensated. SRC's Rich Isaac- 
son says salaries range from SlOO to $500 a week. When the Team 
is working, however, the company picks up the tab for dinner. 

After just such a supper break at Syhia's Restaurant in Harlem, 
it s back in the van for the evening's next stop: Callaloo 
International, a hip-hop club in Brooklyn. We arrive at 10:30 p.m., 
before the club is open, so the Street Team can "totally destroy." 
After a few minutes, Wu paraphernalia rules everything: 
Dumpsters, phone booths, the metal gates over storefronts. 
Chef Lowe explains that he's applying his stickers seven feet 
up because "that's about average bus height," so that even 



kids have trained in from all over the Eastern bloc, looking like the 
same fucking kids! Same greasy hair, same sneakers and blue 
jeans, same denim jackets with 666 painted on the back. But no 
one is smoking pot or drinking beer. Not that they don't want to, but 
alcohol is prohibited and marijuana doesn't exist on any scale. After 
the show, the kids hang on to a chain-link fence longingly watching 
the roadies load the equipment into the trucks, perhaps wishing 
they could climb inside an amplifier and be outta here by morning. 

"The thing people don't realize is that none of us spoke a word 
of English," says Scorpions singer Klaus Meine. "So the music 
coming out of the radio— Elvis. Little Richard, all those guys— we 
didn't know what it was all about, but we immediately under- 
stood. It was pure, and it affected you right in your heart 

"It makes me sad, very sad, that I have the chance to play every- 
where in the world but it's impossible to go to East Berlin and play 
there," says Meine. "It's sad that my fellow countrymen have to 
come all the way to Budapest to hear us." 

-LEGS MCNEIL, -BALLS TO THE WALLS,* MARCH 19(7 




Marketing 101: Steven Rifkind and his promo posse, 1997. 

passengers on public transportation will get the message. 

After David "Curry" Jaimongal delivers copies of new Loud sin- 
gles to the house DJ— enduring two rounds of body pat-downs and 
backpack searches, plus having to take off his shoes and socks in 
front of two snarling German shepherds to prove he hasn't hid- 
den any razor blades— we're off to our next destination, a 
Funkmaster Flex party at a club on Long Island. Lowe blasts the 
van stereo, bringing da ruckus of his own by chanting out the vrin- 
dow on a megaphone to Big Punisher's "Off the Books." Does the 
Team get cited for noise complaints too. I wonder? "An\'thing 
worth doing," says Lowe, grinning, "always starts out illegal." 

-MIKE RUBIN, "SECRETS OF THE CH-CHINO," OCTOBER 1M7 



14« SPIN 15th ANNIVERSARY ISSUE 



Cci 



WeVe surVfVe4 f hrce iA>oo<is-(-ocks. 



Not once. Not twice. But thrice. Ours was 
the sound that rocked the largest concerts 
of all time. And if we can do that, 
imagine what we could do in your living 
room. For more information, contact 
1.800. 336. 4JBL or www.jbl.com. 





the sound of Woodstock 



H A Harman International Company 



NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEADHEADS 

PR55ING THe BONG UUITH THG PRRKING LOT P€OPL$ 




his is Daniel's first Grateful Dead concert. Having seen 
the freaky skeleton video ("Touch of Grey") on MTV, 
Daniel is curious about the Dead, but not curious to the 
point of drugging, which might affect his GPA and 
condemn him to a life batter-frying poultry by-products in fast- 
food restaurants. Ross, in his fi ck tha police T-shirt, is Daniel's 
old high school buddy from San Rafael and is thankfuUv tol- 
erant of Daniel's nerdiness, but Ross can occasionally inflict a 
graze wound. "/ smell oregano burning. Is Dan nearby?" 

Got a miracle? Jerry's kids, coming down easy; 1992. 





t ■\ ."-'.Jf 



Daniel has heard lore of the pre-Dead-concert parking lot scene, 
but the actuality of the event, at Northern California's Oakland- 
Alameda County Coliseum, is overpowering— a dope-smoke- 
scented anti-mall constructed of crammed-together. rust-bucket 
trucks, vans, and school buses license-plated mainlv from Califor- 
nia, Oregon, Washington. British Columbia, Nevada. Colorado, 
and Arizona. An impromptu tent city of vendors flaunt standard 
head-shop goodies: antler pipes, skeleton decals. skull candles, 
tie-dyed shirts, porcupine quills, juggling suppUes. Peruvian mit- 
tens, conspiracy-theory paperbacks, rolling papers, and 
bumper stickers: .vil chas carclas and one xt icxe\r rwiily 
c.w RUIN YOUR WHOLE D.\Y. Older hippie ladies ripe with 
B.O. gorge on condom balloon animals of nitrous oxide: 
relentless bongo drums beat: troll hippies in flannel shirts 
vend health-food dinners soaked with rain: "Veggie 
stir-fry-! Veggie stir-fry!" 

Daniel buys a Styrofoam plate of tofu, hijiki mush- 
rooms, tamari sauce, and Maui onion bits. "With lecithin 
and engevista yeast," the spacey vendor says proudly. 
Daniel holds his plate and asks for a plastic spoon. The 
troll druggily cackles back. "Hev. man. I'm orgonic." 

Before entering the van. Daniel avoids a mound of 
puppy shit lying under the slightly less wet area cov- 
ered by the tarpaulin. Once inside he suggests to his 
schoolmates, all UC Berkeley freshmen like himself and 
smoking mystery substances from a bong, that perhaps 
somebody in the van has trailed inside a dab of the 
puppy's business. 

"Daniel." says Ross, marveling at Daniel's coolness 
deficiency, "nothing is more bourgeois than fear of the 
smell of feces." 

-DOUGLAS COUPLAND, "POLAROIDS FROM THE DEAD,' APRIL 1>92. 




CAREER OPPORTUNITIES 

MAKING BANK IN N6UU CRACK CITV 

'know, my wife and kids got everything, y'understand. 
evervthing thev could ever want. And stUl. she left me. 
And it's not the first time, either." By day Gary Martin 
works as a youth counselor on Staten Island; by night 
he's a crack merchant. 

Martin's spot was in the Bronx, off the Grand Concourse. The 
operation was small, just Martin and a partner, both armed with 
.38 automatic pistols. The building they worked out of was well 
known for crack. There were two base houses in the six-story 
building, and Martin supplied both of them. They sold their crack 
in three equal-sized pellets, in vials with tan caps. (In some 
instances, the \1als were color-coded to differentiate quality.) The 
people in that area of the Bronx always looked for the vials with the 
tan caps. Martin and his partner had this particular spot for two 
montlis until his suppliers (Martin did not make his own freebase 
on this particular venture) were busted a couple of weeks ago. 

Martin didn't work as hard as he did selling heroin or cocaine. 
He opened business around 3:00 P.M. and would usually sell out 
his stock (one hundred SIO bottles and one hundred $20 bottles) 



in four hours. After a seven-day workweek, he and his partner 
would take a 60/40 split with the suppliers, a portion of a profit 
well over S21000. 

"People who use crack," Martin says, "go after it like it's some- 
thing to eat. I've seen grandmas with grav hair and canes come to 
buy crack. I know one lady in her early 40s who got a large settle- 
ment from a car accident, who has spent 8400,000 in five months 
on crack. I know she should be taking care of herself, but she was 
spending that money on crack. I do feel for people, but I'm a busi- 
nessman first, and I got to make that money, y'understand? 

"True, I'm a little turned around novv— with my wife and kids 
leaving and all— and the crack might've had something to do with 
that, but I'll turn things back around. All I have to do is cut down 
on my McCrackin' and make sure my next suppliers arc not 'toy' 
[inadequate] jobbers like the last suckers. And. yes. if I get another 
opportunity. I will be back to scramblin'. Money talks, and bullshit 
is a marathon jogger. You eat. or you'll be eaten. I try to love my 
fellowman. but money is the bottom line." 

-BARRY MICHAEL COOPER, -CRACK," FEBRUARY 19S8 
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BECK COMES CLEAN 

R6LUCTRNT G€NeRnTIONRL SPOKeSMflN 6nTS PIZZn, DORITOS 




ee that sign over there?" asks Beck, pointing out the 
car window as we drive down Hyperion Avenue in the 
fading Hght. "I painted that sign." I crane my neck to see 
a plain brick building, its facade festooned with big 
block letters— ruRiPT stoke. The nondescript storefront testifies 
to how far the sandy-haired urchin has come in a very short 
time. Only two years ago he was painting electric pink and blue 
signs on lingerie stores, eating Chee-tos. and making living- 
room cassettes of his twisted pseudo-folk songs for friends. 
Today, he still eats Chee-tos and makes living-room cassettes, 
onlv now his single. "Loser"— recorded in just such a casual 
couch-potato scene— has been the hottest request on radio sta- 
tions across the countrv. The critical avatars of the boomer 
media have anointed him a spokesman for his generation, an 
honorific with slightlv less power than the Prince of Wales— and 
ten times the roval pain in the ass. 

"Jesus!" exclaims Beck at the very notion of being a mouth- 
piece for millions. "You'd have to be a total idiot to say. I'm 
the slacker-generation guy. This is my generation.' I'd be 
laughed out of the room in an instant." So let's set one thing 
straight: Beck is no slacker. "I didn't even connect ['Loser'] at 
all to that kind of message until they were playing it on the 
radio and I heard it. and they said. 'This is the slacker anthem.' 

Not slacker HQ: Beck Hansen and his earthly belongings, 1994. 



and I thought. 'Oh shit, that sucks.' It's not some anguished, 
transcendental cry of a generation.' It's just sitting in some- 
one s living room eating pizza and Doritos." 

Beck has had jobs moving refrigerators and furniture. He 
worked at children's birthday parties as a hot-dog man. serv- 
ing root beer and hot dogs to little kids. As his song "Beercan" 
attests, he quit his job blow-ing leaves, but not before his blower 
ended up onstage with him as a musical instrument. "It's a very 
large population here." he says of leaf-blowers. 'There's a leaf- 
blower contingent. There's no union 1 know of so far. but 
there's certainly a spiritual brotherhood. Thev are the origina- 
tors of noise music." 

Later, he tells me. 'M\ the shit that's happening to me now is 
totally insane, because if you ask anybody that knows me. 
they'll tell you I've had the worst fucking luck. Before, the party 
was just an empty room with a bare lightbulb on the ceiling. It 
was pretty bleak." When I suggest that with such sentiments 
he's veering toward Vedderian angst, he laughs and begins sar- 
castically whining in a pinched voice. "Oh. the tragedy and the 
anguish. You just gotta Rage Against the Appliance, man. The 
toast is burning and you just gotta rip it out and free it before it 
fills the house with smoke. Rage .■\oainst the Toaster." 

-MIKE RUBIN, "SUBTERRANEAN HOMEBOY BLUES,' JUtY 1M4 
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BELIEF STRUCTURES AND 
PHYSICAL REALITIES 



BLACK RND UJHIT€ 

If black and white adults don't have anything in common, well, 
black and white kids do. It's the music." 

-HANK SHOCKLEE, THE BOMB SQUAD, OCTOBER 19(2 

f was an old-stT,'le protest handbill, unsigned, dropped anony- 
mously on every seat at the New Music Seminar's panel on 
racism. Across the top. handwritten in artless capital letters, 
were the words don't beue\'f. the rate. And for the remainder 
of the page, in cramped, single-spaced type, it presented its case: 
The World According to Public Enemy 

"Cats naturally meow, dogs naturally t)ark. and whites naturally murder 
and cheat.... This is white people's nature.... Whites are the biggest 
murderers on earth." 

"There's no place for gays. When God destroyed Sodom and Gomorrah, 
it was for that sort of behavior." [The Face. July 'August 1988) 
"The White Race or the Caucasian Race came from the Caucasus [sicj 
mountains.... It was not black people who made it with monkeys, animals, 
and dogs, but it was white people.... White people are actually monkeys' 
uncles because that's who they made it with in the Caucasian hills." 
"They say the white lews built the pyramids. Shit. The lews can't even 
build houses that stand up nowadays. How the hell did they build the 
pyramids?" 

"If the Palestinians took up arms, went into Israel, and killed all the 
Jews, it'd be all right." [Melody Maker. May 28. 1988) 



NO SAFETY After reteasmg an ill-received solo album m 1998 (Bkxxt of the Prdit). 
Public Enemy's exiled Professor Gnff was welcomed back into the PE family. His reunion 
must have t>een short-li\«cl. howevec because 1999 found him n a wholly different occu- 
pation: bail bondsman. Working in Atlanta for A Swift Bail Bonding and Express Bail 
Bonding (two companies started by members of Griff's family). Griff is resoonsible for 
posting a suspect's tjail, then getting tiim or her to show up in court tiy wnatever means 
necessary Gnff says his weapon of choice is the SI6 Sauer P228. which he calls 
"the Mercedes-Benz of handguns.' because it doesn't have a safety. 



of paranoia going on. People think I got the ability to fucking turn 
a country around. 

Do you back the statements that Griff made? 

I back Griff. Whatever he savs, he can prove. 

You mean he can prove that white people mated with monkeys? 

That it wouldn't be such a bad idea if the Palestinians were to 

kill all the Jews in Israel? 

Now that was taken out of context. I was there. He said, by West- 
ern civilization's standards it wouldn't be bad for the Palestinians 
to come into Palestine and kill all the lews, because that's what's 
been done right throughout Western ci\'ilization: invasion, con- 
quering, and killing. That wasn't mentioned. Now. people think 
we're building up some kind of anti-Semitic hate. Black people's 
feeling around the country. 98 percent of them say lews are just 
white people, there ain't no difference. That's ray feeling. I don't 
like to make an issue out of it. 

-JOHN LEIAND, ■ARMAGEDDON IN EFFECT," SEPTEMBER 1«U 

There is no such thing as black and white. The world is full of 
different complexions. The difference between black and 
white is set up by people who want to remain in power. This 
black and white thing is a belief structure, not a physical reality. 
There is nobody on this planet who is 100 percent black or 100 
percent white. This is not news to black people— black people 
know they're mixed. The only reason that Public Enemy 

promote Afrocentricity and Back to Black is 

that we live under a structure that promotes 
whites. At the moment, we got to hold onto our 
blackness out of self-defense." 



-CHUCK D, MARCH 19M 



For the record. Chuck D didn't make the statements quoted in 
the handbill. They belong to Professor Griff. Public Enemy's 
minister of information and the leader of the SlW's (Security of 
the First World). Public Enemy's plastic-Uzi-toting. paramilitary- 
Muslim security force. 

"It's definitely Armageddon." says Chuck D. "The black man 
and woman is at war with himself or herself, and with the situa- 
tion around them. Armageddon is the war to end all wars. That's 
when everything hopefully will be all right, the last frontier. Of 
course we're in it. I'm in it. Maybe you're not in it. You can afford 
not to be in it. because it doesn't confront you on a daily basis. 
Black people in America are at war." 

Spin: Chuck, what's your reaction to the handbill distributed at 
the New Music Seminar? 

Chuck D: They 're making a whole lot of shit about nothing. A lot 



TH€ LATIN S€flT 

The Latin Kings formed in the East, says New 
I York City chapter founder Luis Felipe, out of a 
need for protection: The Black Muslim prisoners 
were walking around Collins Correctional Facility as if the 
government had "given" them the prisons just as they had 
"given" Native Americans the reservations. Puerto Rican guys 
were going into the Muslim-controlled wing and coming out 
bleeding. And the thing was. the Latinos were taking it. No one 
saw anything unusual about them getting whipped on in jail, 
including the Latinos themselves. It was as if whites owned 
the outside, blacks owned the inside, and Latinos got it coming 
and going. 

-STEPHAN TALTY, "THE POWER OF KINO LOVE," MARCH 1M9 

TH€ HONOR OF THI€V€S 

"It's the land that time forgot." says Fat Possum records' Matthew 
Johnson about this rural, poverty-stricken stretch of Mississippi, 
and he ought to know: He and the artists on his label are 
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throwbacks themselves. Johnson is a 28-year-old 
DIY hustler whose seat-of-the-pants approach 
blends the hucksterism of a self-made record 
mogul with the passionate commitment of an 
archivist, while Fat Possum guitarists R.L. Burn- 
side and Junior Kimbrough. ages 70 and 65 respec- 
tively, perform the kind of raw, pure blues that 
practically no one plays anymore. With no demo 
tapes. A&R showcases, or wining and dining, John- 
son's back-roads scouting is a time warp to the 'SOs 
and '40s. when folklorists like Man Lomax criss- 
crossed the state, recording homegrown blues tal- 
ent. "I don't know how many times I've heard. 
"There's a white man at the door.' " he says. 

But Johnson seems to enjoy a warm rapport 
with his artists, playfully rubbing Kimbrough's 
belly like a bluesy Buddha or checking to make 
sure Burnside is taking his medication. In turn. 
Burnside affectionately refers to Johnson as "the 
head crook." 

"They don 't need to be trustful: no artists need to 
be trustful of their labels." says Johnson. "They 
assume that I'm ripping them off. because that's 
what white people do to black people. If they didn't 
think I was taking from them, they wouldn't 
respect me." Johnson says he's put his artists on 
salary, paying them a few hundred dollars every 
couple months regardless of sales, even putting up some of the 
money for Burnside's mortgage. "Sometimes stuff 1 do will scare 
them out of their mind," he confides, "Like. 'Why does a white guy 
care?' It's so alien to them. R.L.'s been taken advantage of his 
whole life. I can't undo 60 years in seven. Anyone who thinks 
differently is either completely naivo or a moron." 

-MIKE RUBIN, -CAU. OF THE WILOr MAT 1X7 

H€LLO, HRRRV 

"Your decision to put a white crew on the cover of your maga- 
zine as Spin's front-page presentation of hip-hop [Beastie Boys, 
March 1987j betrays: 1) the inherent phoniness of your "alterna- 
tive" stance; 2| vour lack of facilitv with nascent black musical 




STILL WACK? Looking back on his 1987 letter lambasting Spin for choosing the Beastie Boys as 
its first hip-hop oriented cover, journalist Harry Allen considers it "not so much negative as it was pre- 
scient." Allen, who not long after the letter was published would join Pubic Enemy as the group's 'media 
assassin," says he was responding to a "very conscious fear and awareness that at that point in hip-hop's 
history it might be eclipsed by white people participating in it. Which is what happened to earlier forms of 
black music with the arrival of star-powered white performers." As for the Beastie Boys now, Allen says, "my 
feelings for them have widened and deepened. I appreciate their creativity In terms of them as hip-hop 
musicians, though, they're still wack. The race issue in hip-hop has been refined — it has not gone avyray, 
and it IS not bettec" he says. 'It's just subtler now." 



forms: and 3) your own racism. American musical histor\' is run- 
ning over with contradictions. One just hopes that those of 
us who watched this music (rap, hip-hop) grow off the sidewalk 
will remember that, despite thousands of recordings, concerts, 
and park jams by indixiduals who were and are far more innova- 
tive, creative, and black than the Beastie Boys, the first rap crew 
on Spin's cover was not only white but white-faced. This is 



Nice hat Beastie Boys Ad-Rock, DJ Rick Rubin, Mike D, and MCA, August 1984. 

the Colonel Tom Parker story of black American music. It's an old, 
tired stor\': it's an untrue story: and a magazine of Spin's cahber is 
capable of much much more." 

-HARRY ALLEN, LETTER TO THE EDfrOR. MAY 1U7 

MIX€D MCTAPHORS 

"Everyone you see here is a redneck," proclaims Jesse, waving 
his hand across the crowd of Florida high-schoolers, dropouts, 
and twentysomethings assembled at the hidden bonfire in 
Fort Myers. Ashley says they call her a prep "because I don't wear 
Wrangler's or boots." The guys say they enjoy a good fair fight, 
which those over 21 can find at a cowboy bar called the Hired 
Hand. They go boar hunting here behind the airport when win- 
ter turns "cold," which means below 60. The cops 
don't bother coming out here; they prefer knowing 
the drunk and underage rednecks are in one spot. 

I tell Jesse we're doing a story about the Lords 
of Chaos, a local racist "militia" responsible for an 
assortment of recent crimes. He says. "I don't hate 
niggers." He mentions a member of the Florida 
State football team he used to play with at North 
Fort Myers High. "He was normal. He was just like 
us." Someone else unreels the mantra worn smooth 

j by working-class whites North and South: "There's 

niggers, and there's black people." 
But African-American culture colors ever\'thing these self- 
styled rednecks do. The language seeps in, creivand ivannabe. 
and, most of all. bitch. The redneck boys call one another 
"bitch." They call each other's trucks "bitch." This results in 
exchanges like, "Hey bitch, that bitch is running on three cylin- 
ders." "Fuck vou, bitch." 



-MARK SCHONE, "REDNECK NATION," FEBRUARY 1M7 
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She hears you: Lauryn Hill photographed on the opening night of her first solo tour, February 1 999. 




"I'M NOT SAYING 
ALL WHITE PEOPLE 
ARE BASTARDS. IT'S 
JUST THAT, WHEN 
YOU HAVE THE POWER 
TO DO SOMETHING, 
YOU SHIT ON PEOPLE. 
THAT'S THE WAY 
PEOPLE ARE." 

—MIKE TYSON, 1991 



LOV€ HfiT€ SP€€CH 

This language emerges from her mouth daily. She uses all sorts of 
names for her people, and she doesn't want to stop using the 
word nigga. She likes to use it, to manipulate its sound and mean- 
ing. She likes to decide who she's going to use it on or around— 
she could use it as a dis, as a term of endearment, as a greeting, 
as a class distinction, as a title for the entire race of African- 
Americans whenever she speaks of them, herself included, with 
sad scorn. It's her word, she thinks. Hers. Nigga. 

She doesn't feel powerful or slick, because she may be 
taking some of the power out of the word by using it. She uses 

it with her mom and dad and her black friends— "wait a minute 
now, that nigga said what?"— because it feels good. She 
doesn't hear too many black folks using coon, spook, jigaboo. 
sambo, or any other of the more picturesque words white folks 
came up with back in the day to categorize and tor- 
ment black people. Somehow nigger and its varia- 
tions— nigga, ni'ggaz- struck a chord with African- 
Americans. Nigga flows. And with its utterance 
comes a quick, small feeling of superiority. Whether 
tossed off in fun or spat with anger, the miniscule 
moment of supremacy, it's always there. Always. The 
girl feels it. 

But then, almost wildly, and with a great deal of 
manufactured hope. Little Miss Blackness wonders 
what would happen if black people all stopped using 
it, the N-word. If no black people ever said "nigga 
please," or "fuck that nigga," or named an album 
Strictly 4 My N.l.G.G.A.Z. again. She wonders if black 
people would (en masse) begin to vote or march or go to college 
or complete whatever this decade's recipe is supposed to be for 
equality/success. She wonders if we'd feel better about ourselves 
if we all stopped using it in our hip-hop songs. If, all of a sudden, 
the world would loom large and brightly lit in our eyes. She con- 
centrates on using sou/sjs(erand farol/iermore. She wonders just 
how things would or wouldn't be. if nigger were erased from 
African-American dialect. 

-DANYEL SMrm, -DREAMING AMERICA," JANUARY 1»»4 



UJH€N TH€ UJORLD COM€S AROUND 

"I don't have hate for anybody. I grew up with even,'body, and we 
should all be able to build our own culture," says Lauryn Hill of the 
Fugees, her voice growing angrily precise. "Unfortunately, in 
America, we have a tradition of not wanting black people to build 
their own culture." Of course, a more controversial point might 
be to suggest that the Fugees speak more intensely to white kids 
than. say. Pearl Jam. As Hill obser\'es. "That's when the world starts 
to come 360 degrees and not just 180. When white kids start feeling 
what black kids feel, that's when the powers that be get nervous." 

-CHARLES AARON, THE FUGEES," MNUARY ia*7 

R€B€L UJITHOUT R PRUS€ 

Spin; How do you feel about other white rap fans? 

Eminem: Say there's a white kid who lives in a nice home, goes 
to an all-white school, and is pretty much having everything 
handed to him on a platter. For him to pick up a rap tape is incred- 
ible to me, because what that's saying is that he's living a fantasy 
of rebellion. He wants to be hard; he wants to smack mother- 
fuckers for no reason except that the world is fucked-up: he 
doesn't know what to rebel against. Kids like that are just fasci- 
nated by the culture. They hear songs about people going through 
hard times and want to know what that feels like. But the same 
thing goes for a black person who lived in the suburbs and was 
catered to all his life: Tupac is a fantasy for him. too. 

-CHARLES AARON, -CHOCOLATE ON THE INSIDE.- MAY ItM 

BUT TO B€ BLRCK 

For many of the lapanese kids who shamble through neon- 
studded urban wonderlands such as Tokyo's Shibuya district, 
affecting the look, the gait, the gestures, and the cool menace of 
B-bovs. the point is not just to listen to African-American music, or 
even dress "black," but to be black. In some cases, hterally. Suntan 
parlors like Kurotaro ("Black Boy") in suburban Tokyo offer 
instant "Africanization" at S30 an hour, while several Tokyo bar- 
ber shops specialize in dreadlocking Japanese hair. In Shibuya 
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and other Tokyo districts that cater to the young and restless, well- 
heeled gangs ("teams") of high school boys, inspired by such films 
as Colors and Do the Hight Thing, cruise the streets in trunka- 
funked jeeps in search of relatively harmless thrills, lea\ing trails 
of phat hip-hop and dancehall beats reverberating in their wake. 
Spike Lee himself has opened two replicas of his own Afrocen- 
tric fashion outlet. Spike's [oint. in Tokyo, and business is so 
good that he plans to open several more throughout Japan within 
the next few years. 

-ANDREW JONES, -BLACK LIKE ME." OCTOBER 19*3 

UUHflT FfllTH UJON T G€T VOU 

LL Cool ): What do you think they mean when they say. "God 
bless the child that has his own?" 

Mike Tyson: You got to go out there and get yours. Sometimes 
when you're white you get ahead, and I'm not talking from a racist 
perspective. I was raised by white people, you know what I mean? 
I know their language. I'm a brother to the bone. And white peo- 
ple told me. "Because you're black, you're going to be treated in a 
different way." And you know, deep doum inside, being black is 
tough. You're going to be shit on. I'm not saying all white people 
are fucking bastards. It's just that, when you have the power to 
do something, you shit on people. That's the way people are. You 
have to be a very different kind of individual not to be that way. 
You know why the black people love the white man so much? It's 
because thev promi.se us ever\-thing but give us nothing. As long 
as you've got the faith— "Oh yeah, we're gonna get it" Then you go. 
"Goddamn, we almost had it!" 

--MIKE TYSON VS. LL COOL J * JANUARY ini 



RRMRGCDDON COMING 

Ice Cube: Whites don't understand what the fuck we go through. 
They don't understand how we are affected. So it's like. "Fuck 
what you all think." Black folks ain't the problem. We're willing to 
work it out. White people front like they want to work it out. but 
they want to keep shit just like it is. Why would they want to work 
it out? If I got all the money, why would I want to give you all the 
money? So I can have less money? 
Spin: Do you think there's violence in the future? 
Yeah. Hell yeah. Like Armageddon. 

-SCOTT POULSON-BRYANT, "SOUL ON ICE," MARCH 1(92 

RRMRG€DDON CRMC 

It was so simple, so candid. The \ideotape was grainy but still very 
clear: Two dozen or so Los Angeles police officers stood circled 
over a beached black male, stomping on him with their boots and 
beating him with their batons. Rodney King, no stranger to the Los 
Angeles Police Department— as the press took care to inform us— 
portrayed himself: Big Black Man. breaker of speed limits and other 
various and sundry laws. The cops that beat him were mostly uni- 
formed, badge-wearing he-man tT,pes. righteous^cting white males. 

The 81-second video simultaneously rendered hundreds of 
hip-hop videos lightweight and provided a reference point for 
hundreds more to come. 

But even when all the evidence was right there, even with the 
police officers' past comments about blacks— "gorillas in the mist," 
"huntin' wabbits." and "monkey-slapping time"— as background 
music, even after seven weeks of evidence that included the tape, 
three of the four cops on trial— Stacey C. Koon. Theodore J. Briseno. 




The hour of chaos: Cops arrest looting suspects during the L A. riots. April 30, 1992. 
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and Timothy E. Wind— were fully acquitted. Laurence M. Powell 

was acquitted of all charges except one. which was later dropped. 

Abraham Zapruder filmed the assassination of John F. 
Kennedy. The so-called X Generation has its Zapruder fdm now. a 
scrap of accidental truth that could have changed the course of 
history in this country, but that can also be stretched out. slowed 
down, and assigned a definition that means nothing. According to 
a reporter from the public television station KCET in Los Angeles, 
when confronted with the footage, the police officers argued 
that their perspective was different. Xo shit. 

-OANYEL SMITH, -VIDEO OF THE YEAR: RODNEY KING," DECEMBER 1M2 

ILL COMMUNICRTION 

Lisa Williamson, known professionally as Sister Souljah, gained 
national notoriety this lune when Democratic presidential nomi- 
nee Bill Clinton condemned her at the annual convention of Jesse 
lackson's Rainbow Coalition. Clinton compared her to [Louisiana 
while supremacist) David Duke for allegedly advocating that 
blacks "go out and kill white people." In the ensuing 
firestorm. Souljah insisted that she was cx nically mis- 
quoted and pointed out that on her album 360 Degrees 
of Power, she e.xplicillv says that "the gun is not the way." 

"I think his intention." says Souljah. "was to make 
me into a Willie Horton. a campaign issue. A black 
monster that would scare the white population— who. 
up to that point, had been quite bored with the cam- 
paign—to the polls. And for Bill Clinton to look like 
John Wayne, saving the white population from this 
black monster. Unfortunately for him. I am not Willie 
Horton. Clinton never realized that I'm a strong, inde- 
pendent black woman who would fight him and 
expose him for the idiot that he is. The question to Clin- 
ton becomes, if you cannot communicate willi soniebudy wlio 
has been verv well-educated through the white system from 
which you emerge, how will you communicate with the millions 
of African young people who have been alienated by the system, 
miseducated by the system, and are completely frustrated— and 
rightfully so— with the processes of America?" 

-ROBERT KNIGHT, "ANTIHERO," OCTOBER 1992 

UJHflT IT S€€MS VS. UJHflT IT S LIK€ 

"I've always in this naive way identified with other minorities 
because I'm in a minority. You think that somehow unifies you in 
some philosophical way. But ultimately, it doesn't. Because I've 
found lliat being a strong female is actually more frightening to the 
black men that I've dated. It took me a long time to accept that." 

-MADONNA, JANUARY 199* 

ujiGGfl, PLcnse 

"The school I went to. .Ashley Junior High, was right across the 
street from our house, and it was, like, 80 percent black. E\ ery- 
bodv white was either mad redneck or prep so I ended up in the 
'black' category," says Limp Bizkit front man Fred Durst, "Let's 
face it, in North Carolina at that time, there was still a heavy racial 
thinggoingon. There was a black' part of town where white peo- 
ple didn't go. .^nd I was going over to my black friends' houses 
because they were getting these dope records from New York— 
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"WHY SHOULDN'T 
WHITE KIDS BE 
EXPLORING US? 
THAT'S THE WAY IT'S 
SUPPOSED TO BE. 
IF WE'D GROWN UP 
WITH A DIFFERENT 
MIND-SET. ALL THIS 
SHIT WOULDN'T 
SEEM SO STRANGE." 
— BUSTA RHYMES, 1998 



Cold Crush Brothers, Fearless Four, Treacherous Three, Soul 
Sonic Force. And before long, I turned into this alien— the 'nigger 
lover.' I heard that so many times. White girls wouldn't date me 
because I was hanging out with black people. I was scared to go to 
white parties. It was the worst, man." 

-CHARLES AARON, "WHAT THE WHtTE BOY MEANS WHEN HE SAYS YD,' 
NOVEMBER 1991 

INTRODUCING TH€ HICK-HOPPCR 

As he became a crack-dealing white boy in the 'hood. Kid Rock 
got a close look at the cancerous cycles that fester African- 
American despair and the art survival has always inspired. I'm not 
saying that he knows what it's like to be called a "darkie." I'm say- 
ing that he has an understanding of and compassion for the col- 
lective experiences that have helped create the music that he wor- 
ships. After years of growing pains (and a high-top fade). Kid Rock, 
like Ever)ast. knows who and what he is. Unhke most white rap*- 
pers. he doesn't try to tell you how he suffered because of his love 
of hip-hop. Though he may wear, on occasion, shell-toe Adidas, 
he doesn't cling to B-bov relics for credibility or tell people daily that 
he used to break-dance. He doesn't work overtime to be "down." 
Instead, he invented an idiosyncratic new persona, one that came 
closest to his honestly hybrid nature— the hick-hopper. And 
people of various races— white, black, polka dot-can respect that, 

-SAC HA JENKINS, *PIMPIN' AINT EASY,' OCTOBER IMt 




She took Bill Clinton to school: Sister Souljah at the Apollo Theatre, 1992. 



NORMAL, NRTURRL, IDOLIZING, IMITRTING 

'Hip-hop is the only popular culture that takes seriously the rela- 
tionship between race and democracy in America." says Henry 
Giroux. a professor at Penn State University- and author of Chan- 
nel Surfing: Race Talk and the Destruction of Today's Youth. 
"This music has had a grip on white kids for 15 to 20 years, and 
everybody calls it pathology and that's it. .\re all these white kids 
just idiots who are being duped and manipulated by the record 
industry? Who is cynical and detached enough to believe that? 
Sure, some kids are just latching on to some moronic gangsta ele- 
ments, but the vast majority are caught in some middle space 
where they're trying to figure themselves out." 

Corporatized or idealized, hip-hop is the American Dream 
and African-American Nightmare all rolled into one fat-ass 
blunt. It's not Elvis, because black artists remain preeminent: 
white rappers, aside from the Beastie Boys, and maybe 
House of Pain or 3rd Bass, haven't won anything. It's not 
a rerun of jazz or the blues because it represents raw-boned 
sorrow and opulent success, often bestowed by black execu- 
tives. Hip-hop rules the world of youth and pop culture for 
a reason— it's talking about what everybody's thinking. White 
and black kids know this, even if they can only articulate it 
by getting stoned to the gills, rejecting proper English, 
profiling like ghetto supastars, or nodding their heads when 




Vertical integration: Kid Rock with O-Nlce and Clark Kent, 1988, 

Tupac screams on their car stereos that he doesn't 'give a fuck." 

"Why shouldn't white kids be exploring us? That's the way 
it's supposed to be. you know.' says Busta Rhymes. a.La. Trevor 
Smith, the Grammy-nominated rapper whose second solo 
album. When Disaster Strikes, has sold 16 million copies. 'If 
we'd grown up with a different mind-set then all this shit 
wouldn't seem so strange. It would be normal and natural for 
white kids to be idolizing and imitating rap stars. But the pow- 
ers that be have created all these barriers and segregated us and 
brought us up not to appreciate each other's cultural signifi- 
cance, so everybody looks at these white kids like they're out of 
their motherfucking minds." h 

-CHARLES AARON, -WHAT THE WHPrE BOY MEANS WHEN HE SAYS YO,* 
NOVEMBER 1998 




All hands wtiere his eyes can see: Busta Rhymes at SmoKin' Grooves in New Jersey; 1 998. 
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SPIN S PICKS FOR 
BEST OF THE YEAR 






Album of the Year 

Ice Cube, 
AmeriKKKa s 
Most Wanted 
Artist of the Year 
Faith No More 

Album of the Year 

Teenage Fanclub. 
Bandwagonesque 
Artist of the Yean 

Perry Farrell 



Album of the Yean 

Pavement Slanted 
and Enchanted 
Artist of the Yean 

Nirvana 



Album of the Yean 

Uz Phair, Exile in 
Guyville 

Artist of the Yean 

Neil Young 



Album of the Yean 

Hole. Live Through 
This 

Artist of the Yean 

The Smashing 
Pumpkins 



Album of the Yean 

Moby. Everything 
Is Wrong 

Artist of the Yean 

PJ Han/ey 



Album of the Year 

Beck. Odelay 
Artist of the Yean 
Beck 




Album of the Year 

Comershop, When 
I Was Born for 
the 7th Time 
Artist of the Year 
The Notorious B.I.G. 

Aibum of the Year 

Lauryn Hill, 
The Miseducationof... 
Artist of the Year 
Lauryn Hill 



Album of the Year 

Nine Inch Nails, 
The Fragile 
Artist of the Yean 
Rage Against the 
Machine 



Number of Mansons who've appear on Spin's cover: 
3 (Charlie, Marilyn, and Shirley) 




Best seller of the three: Charles Manson 



RAW 



Number of times a Spin writer 
impersonated a yuppie: 1 

Number of times a Spin writer 
impersonated a mortician: 1 

Number of times a Spin writer 
attempted to free a sex slave: 1 

Number of "Dear Elvis" advice 
columns Spin ran: 64 
Number that were funny: 4.5 

Number of times Spin investigated 
whether "rock/punk is dead": ot least 
6 From 1986 to 1998. 

Number of times Spin declared a 
substance (crack, speed, cat, etc.) 
the hot, dangerous new drug: 6 

Number of death threats writer 
Jane Dark received after a 1997 
anti-ska-revival essay: 14 



Cities that, in 1994, Spin 
incorrectly predicted would 
be "next big thing": 

San Diego. Cincinnati 




City that, in 1993, Spin predicted 
would be "next big thing" as 
a prank to fool record labels: 
New Market, Virginia 



Some questions asked of Purple Rain's Apollonia: 
"Do you like bullfights?" 
"Do men ever massage you?" 
"Are you feeling itchy now?" 

A question asked of LL Cool J: 

"Why do rappers rub their balls?" 



HOT fflSHION TIPS FCHTURCD IN SPtN 



Slock clothes (October 1985) 

Being block (June 1992) 

Hot dogs (June 1992) 

Men in dresses (June 1995) 

Men in skirts (September 1998) 

LUinnie-the-Pooh underiueor (Morch 1996) 

'Ugly Foshion" (Moi,i 1995) 

fl shrub tostefulli,) atom os o full-heod oirop (Rugust 1998) 
Vompire teeth (September 1997) 
Horn implonts (Fcbruory 1999) 
Prosthetic limbs (June 1998) 



THC BRCflKDOUJN: 184 COVCAS DISSCCTO) 








Men 




Women 




Women not named Courtney. Tori, or Madonna 




Men and women (in one shot) 


CI 


Dead before Spin was conceived' 


Dead aher Spin vt^as conceived 


F1 


Dead career after Spin cover (purely subiective) 


E 


Most covers, period: Nirvana/Kurl Cobain 


Black artists 




Artists wearing hats 


Fl 


Artists leaping 


Artists tonquinq Evan Dando 


h 


Artists cupping Cartman's breasts 


h 


Artists covered in Vaseline 


h 


Men sucking on their own hands or fingers 




Topless men 
Topless women 




Humans 





Nonhumans3 E 



' Not counting Nikki Sin from Mtitley Crue— who was tevwod — and Saturday Night Uve The Smashing Pumpkins Binky. Cartman and Chef, Bender 
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Guest editors: 

Spike Lee; Saturday 
Night Live cast; | 
Amnesty Interna- 
tional's Jack Healey; 
virtual-reality guru 
Jaron Lanier 



SPIN'S READERS 
POLL RESULTS 

Best Artisfc Perry Farrell 

Best Album: Nirvana. Nevermind 

Best Band: R E M. 

Best Single: Nirvana. "Smells Uke 

Teen Spirit" 



Best Artist Perry Farrell rO 

Best Album: Alice in Chains, Oirf ^ 

Best Band: Pearl Jam ^ 
Best Single: Stone Temple Pilots, "Plush" 



0» 



Best Artist Trent Reznor and ^ 

Kurt Cobain (tie) 0« 

Best Album: Hole, Uve Through This £ 

Best Band: Pearl Jam 

Best Single: Soundgarden, "Black 

Hole Sun- 



Best Artist Trent Reznor LTl 
Best Album: Live, Throwing Copper ^ 
Best Band: Peart Jam 
Best Single: Alanis Morissette. "You 
Oughta Know" 



Best Artist Beck sQ 
Best Band: The Smashing Pumpkins ^ 
Best Album: The Smashing Pumpkins. ^ 
Mellon Collie and the Infinite Sadness 
Best Single: Beck. "Where It s At" 
Best Techno Artist Moby 



Best Artist Beck r- 
Best Band: Radiohead 
Best Album: Radiohead. OK Computer ^ 
Best Single: Sugar Rayi "Fly" 
Best New Artist Fiona Apple 
Most Overrated: Spice Girts 



Cutest Boy Artist Jonathan Davis. Kom 00 
Cutest Girl Artist Shirley Manson. ^ 
Garbage ,_ 
Best Album: Kom, FoHomr the Leader 
Best Hip-Hop Artist Lauryn Hill and 
Busta Rhymes (tie) 
Best New Artist: Creeper Lagoon 
Next Big Thing: metal/rap mix 



Best Band: Nine Inch Nails ^ 
Best Solo Artist Tori Amos 0« 
Best DJ/Rapper Fatboy Slim ^ 
Best New Artist: Eminem 
Best Video: Kom, 'Freak on a Leash' 
Most Overrated: Ump Bizktt 



Note: No readers poll results were 
pubUstMd prior to 1990 or for 1992. 




Bob Oylan. 1985 



Char le Sexton. 1986 



Sinead 0 Connor. -990 



Ani DiFranco. 1997 [horizontal] 



Busta Rhymes. 1998 



THAT 
NEVER WAS 



1987 



^ Goofy wtiite guys that various rappers have compared Spin writers to: 

■ Donny Osmond 

■ Greg Brady 

■ Orville Redenbacher 

^ Numt>er of Spin writers accused by the Wfci-Tang Clan of being CIA agents: 1 

^ Longest headline In Spin history: "Attack of the Freight-Train-Riding Crazed Vietnam Vet Psycho Killer Hobo 
Mafia* (July 1998) 

^ Number of times French philosopher Jean Baudrillard mentioned in 1 991 's new music preview: 3 

^ Artists named Nick Cave who claimed in tfte pages of Spin to have been bom with a tail: 1 

^ Strangest "favorite thing' in the Cold Rock Stuff column: "Italian Girls: Rounder than round, browner than brown, 
they move through our streets but not our lives, speaking their strange tongue with their strange tongues and never, 
never, never saying hello." (November 1989) 



Spin's shortest interview ever 
(with John Lydon, January 1986, 
by Sue Cummings): 

Spin: "Hello, John?" 

JL: -Yeah," 

"I'm calling from Spin magazine. 
Can I ask you a few questions about- 

" Fuck off." 

[Clickl 



Man who Gwen Stefani 
claimed in 1996 was sexier 
than Gavin Rossdale: 

Suggs from Madness 




The highest prices bid for copies of 
Spin on eBay recently: 

576 "or s gned 
Limp BiZKit copy 

Sl5.50forthe 
Belinca Carlisle, 
s-.vimsuit 1988 > 

,indS24.99forall 
•Cur Kiss covers. 



Popularity o' Spin s four Kiss covers, from most to least: 





Gene 



Ace 



Paul 



Peter 




Deee-Lite 



Things that Spin suggested 
would be the "sound of the 
'90s' in 1991, just prior to 
Nirvana breaking: 

1 ) Danzig 

2) Deee-Lite 

3) Teenage Fanclub 

4) "Grindcore" 



Adjectives used to describe January 1991 cover stars 
Deee-Lite: "post-gorgeous," "post-fabulous," "spiritual" (3 times) 
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2 live crew: Prince and his subjects at First Avenue in Minneapolis. 



I MIHHEQPOLIS, 19ii-d6 

PURPie FUNK RND MflJOR-LnB€L PUNKS by jim walsh 



It's 10 P.M. on October 7. 1985. and the South Minneapohs skies are slashed 
with smoice and flames. A hundred chilly gavvkers huddle on the corner of 
26th Street and Lyndale Avenue watching a four-alarm fire engulf Oar- 
folkjokeopus Records. That morning, the store's manager. Jim Peterson, 
had put up a windo\v display for the Replacements' new album. Tim— the 
local heroes' major-label debut. But in minutes the display, plus all 
the historic posters, cassettes, and records that documented and fed the 
Minneapolis rock scene, was reduced to a heap of soot and melted plastic. 
Drummer Tony Pucci and guitarist Brian Paulson (who would later 
produce Uncle Tupelo, Slint, and countless other American indie-rock 
outfits) came upon the ashes after their band. Breaking Circus, finished 
practice. "We felt." Pucci recalls, "like we were going to throw up." 

In the late '70s and early '80s, Oarfolk was not only the best record store 
in Minneapolis, it was its rock'n'roll town square, where members of the 
'Mats. Hilsker Dii. the Suburbs, the Suicide Commandos, and others 
would congregate daily to shoot the shit, borrow money from the till, and 
discover new music. It was headquarters for Peter Jesperson. who 
cofounded the area's most influential indie label, Twin/Tone Records, 
worked as manager/producer/mentor to the Replacements and road 
manager to R.E.M., and signed Soul .-Vsylum to their first record contract. 
A new crew would eventually reopen Oarfolk after a benefit concert 
raised start-up funds (the owner had no insurance). But in many ways, the 
Oarfolk fire signaled the end of an era. 

The previous year. Prince's Purple fiaj'n— the movie and the album- 



turned the town into a layover stop for international pop-culture tourists. 
By 1985, former Time keepers Jimmy Jam and Terry Lewis were working 
on Fanet Jackson's breakthrough epic. Control. Like the 'Mats, that year 
native uber-punks Husker Dil released their major label debut. Candy 
Apple Grey, to predictable cries of "sellout!" and ^'ictory!" The genie was 
officially out of the bottle. 

It wasn't a huge scene. There were only four clubs in the Twin Cities area 
that featured original music of note: First Avenue (a former bus depot) 
and its smaller sub-club, the 7th St. Entry: the Uptown Bar: the Cabooze; 
and Goofy 's Upper Deck, a hardcore punk dive with a claim to fame that a 
self-described "fat" Courtney Love worked as a stripper there before join- 
ing an early incarnation of local riot grrrls Babes in Toyland. First Avenue > 
was ground zero, howe\ er, and 1985 was its most chaotic year, with Prince S 
showing up regularly to jam or just hang, and acts from Metallica to UB40 g 
to the Tannahill Weavers packing the main room. | 

"It just exploded." says Chrissie Dunlap, wife of former Replacements c 
guitarist Slim Dunlap, who did promotions and booking for First Avenue ° 
from 1979 to 1989. "These bands started getting national attention, and all of g 
a sudden we felt sort of important, like we mattered. It was a novel thing for S 
Minneapolis. I just felt terriblv proud of mv bands, mv club, and mv ciU," c 

There was also a vibrant up-and-coming scene rooted in the graffiti- 5 
splashed Entry, with '60s-inspired garage rockers (the Mighty Mofos, the J 
Form, the Dig, Laughing Stock), art-funkers (the Wallets, Tetes Noires), i 
and future stars (the Jayhawks, Information Society), To celebrate the n 
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All in the family: KMFDM fans represent 



CHlCflGO, 1985-93 

INDUSTRIAL CHIC byjasonroth 



release of Tim. the Replacements returned to their roots for an unforget- 
table five-night stand at the Entry the week after the Oarfolk fire. "One 
night Paul [VVesterberg] was unusually lubricated." recalls P.D. Larson, 
an unemployed scene fiend who now works in wholesale liquor 
distribution, "and he was real combatant with Tommy and Bob [the 
brothers Stinson]. He was punching 'em and pushing 'em around, and you 
could feel it feed into the audience, who were just as drunk and raucous as 
the band, and they started getting confrontational with him. It was like 
Paul versus the rest of the world— like 'You fuckers. I'll take you all on.' " 

If you were a Twin Cities rocker, after such nights you woke up around 
noon, put on your Minnesota Twins cap. sundress or flannel shirt/black 
jeans. Red Wing boots, and leather jacket (most likely bought cheap from 
those vintage-clothes cathedrals Ragstock or Tatters) and headed for 
breakfast at the Uptown Bar, where the Stinsons' mom. Anita, worked. 
After breakfast, you went to your job at Kinko's. where you could print gig 
flyers or fanzines on the cheap. If it was a slow night— which was rare in 
the mid-'80s— you'd end up at the Leaning Tower of Pizza, where there 
was plenty of cheap beer, cheap gossip, and cheap flirting. 

Nowadays, there are as many record stores in Minneapolis as there are 
Starbucks and Caribou Coffee shops, and First Avenue still thrives. The Artist 
Formerly Known as Prince has nurtured an ongoing love-hate relationship 
with his hometown. Husker Du has long since imploded, and Bob Stinson is 
dead. Westerberg is out of a record contract for the first time in his career. And 
the lead singer of Laughing Stock is. well, writing articles like this one. m 



It takes a sweaty group of skinheads, golhs, new wavers, club kids, and three 
bald Belgian "electro-disco terrorists" to make a village. That was the roll call 
at Chicago all-ages club Medusa's in 1984 at the U.S. debut of Belgian indus- 
trial group Front 242. Dressed in camouflage, military haircuts, and thick 
black goggles, the band leaned into their .synths. backlit by aircraft landing 
lights. "It was a roar of machines and the hammering of a thousand boots 
jumping up and down" recalls loe Shanahan. owner of Chicago's Smart 
Bar/Metro and Double Door nightclubs. "I was floored." 

That a faceless European electronic group found a sympathetic con- 
gregation on the shores of Lake Michigan spoke of the growing influence 
of a new Chicago-based record label. Wax Trax!, which released Front 242's 
first domestic 12-inch, "Take One," The label's northside record store, 
opened in 1978 by Denver transplants Jim >Jash and Dannie Flesher. quick! v 
became a musical DMZ in a city that was home lo both house music's black 
gay underground and a take-no-prisoners rock constituency that built a 
legendan,' bonfire of disco records at a 1979 White Sox doubleheader. 

"It was a hub of all that was weird." says Wes Kidd, a former store 
employee and frontman for Triple Fast Action. "There weren't that many 
people in each little camp to support their own personal scene, you know? 
There'd be. like, ten goth rockers around and they were bored with each 
other, so they had to find some other people to hang with." 

Among the first labor-of-love releases on the Wax Trax! record label was 
one by a store employee uith a synthesizer and a fake British accent who'd 
been removed from counter duty because of his poor people skills. Drawing 
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influence from both Steve Albini's abrasive, punkish Big Black and local 
house-music producers like Marshall Jefferson. Al Jourgensen helped 
supply Wax Trax! with its sonic identity under his Ministry moniker and 
numerous side projects. 

"When [Ministry] started happening, people were really hungry for it." 
says Chicago Tribune rock critic Greg Kot of the local industrial scene. 
"There was all this cool imported stuff coming in. so it was like. 'Let's do 
our own versions of it.'" Jourgensen and his cohorts turned the Chicago 
Trax studio into the site of some legendary bacchanals. During one three- 
night, mescaline-fueled session for Ministry's 1988 The Land of Rape and 
Honey album. Jourgensen solicited a local Baptist choir to contribute 
backing vocals on a track. Apparently, a few choir members never made it 
back to the church (one was spotted in a corner laughing maniacally at the 
studio vacuum cleaner). "It was like a Fantasy Island episode every week," 
Jourgensen says proudly, "and I was Mr. Roarke." 

"All of a sudden we had a local scene." says Mary Patton. who moved to 
Chicago from the suburbs in 1987 at age 16. " I used to be so starstruck when 
I'd go to Wax Trax! and see A! Jourgensen walk in. He was a local hero 
because he was ours.' The industrial kids in distressed fishnets and black 
nail polish led mutable lives, panhandling with the skinheads outside of 
the Belmont Avenue Dunkin' Donuts (a.k.a. Punkin' Donuts) one minute. 



crossing the velvet ropes at the glitzy Limelight the next. Even mainstream 
clubs beefed up their playlists with the Revolting Cocks. Cabaret Voltaire, 
Killing Joke, and Xitzer Ebb, and adopted stark, blacklit decor. Inside, obliv- 
ious dancers stomped in 4/4 time, often reeling from Quaaludes, a local 
drug of choice. 

But over the next few years. Wax TraxI's licensing and distribution deals 
went expensively sour, and major labels lured away its most marketable 
acts, including Ministry and Front 242, In 1993. as Billboard trumpeted 
"the new capital of the cutting edge" in the wake of Chicago breakouts 
Smashing Piunpkins, Urge Ch'erkill, and Liz Phair, Nash and Flesher found 
themselves in Chapter 11 bankruptcy court. Nash died of an AIDS-related 
illness two years later at the age of 47; Wax TraxI's Chicago headquarters 
was eventually shuttered, and, despite a bailout by New York's TVT 
Records, the label was more or less retired. Industrial doesn't make much 
noise in Chicago anymore, replaced in part— ironically— by the highbrow 
prog-rock of local bands like Tortoise and Gastr del Sol. whose subdued 
demeanor and academic composing couldn't be further from industrial's 
bull-in-a-china-shop bombast. 

"I already did all of my beard-scratching, beret-wearing, and 30-cent- 
word-using," says Jourgensen of the new jacks. "Sound and fury, but not a 
lot of thought— that was Wax Trax!" h 
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Please come to our rave, mum: Acid house acolytes preach the Manchester gospel; E-robics at the Ha<^ienda. 

MPINCHeSTeH, ENGLAND, 19a7-90 

RRVING SUNDWS RND HRPPV MONDflVS by MAnHEW collin 



A single yellow beach ball rises up through the haze of sweat and dry ice, 
hangs transfixed in the strobe light, then falls with a splash into the pool 
in the center of the dance floor. Four boys, all clad in lilac and lime-green 
hoodies, jeans trailing over their sneakers, leap in after it. grinning madly 
and grabbing for the ball, pupils wide and obsidian black, as sirens blare 
and the invocation from Todd Terrv's house anthem 'Can You Party?' 



screams out of the Hacienda's colossal speakers: "Can you /eeeeeeyit?!" 

It had only been— what?— three, four months ago when Mark "Bez" Berry 
and Shaun Ryder of the Happy Mondays had started to turn on the town. 
They had been ha\ing their own little party- in the corner of Manchester's 
postpunk warehouse club, the Hagienda- 'E corner"- with mates from their 
band, eyes rolling and limbs flailing in a trance dance so new and incom- 
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prehensible it was shocking. Then came the night when Bez climbed on 
the stage and began choreographing the crowd, who by now were all 
flying on MDMA, synched to the lock groove. 

People were transforming themselves into Day-Glo warriors overnight. 
'If you met someone who knew about the Hagienda or mentioned taking 
E, you had an immediate bond with them," says Sasha, then a clubber, now 
a star DJ. "It was like a secretive club." The city of the Smiths and Joy 
Division, of rainy miserabilism and indie-rock moaners, had been rewired 
and Ut bright by the new technologies of Ecstasy and house music. 

"I was a little kid with my scruffy trousers and my Doc Martens, but all 
of a sudden everything changed and we got swept up," says Nick Speak- 
man, who produced Freaky Dancing, a psychedelic comic that he gave 
away free in the Hagienda queue. "I'm sure it was the same for the first 
punks or the first hippies, but to us it seemed like the dawning of a 
new age. It was a creative scene— I used to do most of my drawing at five 



o'clock on a Saturday morning, whizzing off my tits aftera night at the club." 

The mood was captured on two albums by local bands that mixed 
rock'n'roll and dance inflections— Bummed by Happy Mondays (its name 
a band in-joke on Ecstasy-intoxicated sex) and New Order's Technique, 
recorded in Ibiza, Spain, and launched with a deranged party in the 
Hagienda basement. That was soon followed by LPs from a host of baggy- 
pantsed, indie-dance copyists like Northside and the Paris Angels. 
But these acts were less cause than effect, believes Ryder: "The whole 
Manchester scene was nothing to do with the actual bands— it was E that 
started it off." 

Indeed, anyone could join the party: the students, club kids, and musi- 
cians had been joined by working-class lads from the run-down housing 
projects that ringed the city. And the scene was spreading— from the 
Hagienda to the Thunderdome and the cave-like Konspiracy, after-hours 
parties in the dilapidated Hulme projects and illegal "raves" in the deserted 
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eClieS ON OILMAN STRe€T BY GINA ARNOLD 



"But...where did they all come from?" Lookout! Records founder Larry Liv- 
ermore wondered, as yet another sweaty kid sailed over his head, swinging 
Tarzan-like off the basketball hoop in the comer of 924 Gilman Street. On 
the stage Livermore helped install just a year and change ago, Operation 
Ivy, a four-piece punk band with a penchant for the downbeat, is in the 
midst of a glorious set, and kids are exploding off the floor like popcorn. 
The band begins its signature tune, "Knowledge": "All I know is that 1 don't 
know nothing," yells Jesse hoarsely, and the entire audience shouts back, 
"And that's fine!" Op Ivy's Lookout! debut, Energy, isn't even in the stores, 
and yel everyone liere knows the words. "II was like a punk Woodstock," 
recalls Livermore now. "And I should know. I was at the real Woodstock." 

Conceived as an anarchist, communally run, alcohol-free, nonprofit, 
all-ages punk hangout, 924 Gilman Street was the brainchild of 
Maximum HocknRolI magazine head honcho Tim Yohannon, who 
acquired a lease on a one-story brick room in an abandoned stretch of 
Berkeley and, with the help of Livermore and ten or 15 teenagers, slowly 
transformed the old canning factory into a nightclub. Gilman Street is as 
unpretentious as it gets. There is no backstage area, no outdoor sign. 
The club is staffed by volunteers; it splits the door with the musicians, 
sells only indie-approved Hansen's soda and candy, and books both 
known and unknown punk rock acts from across the country. Initially, 
bands that played had to clean the toilets after their sets, to underscore 
the idea that the musicians weren't above those in the audience. "It was 
okay when it was my dumb band," says "Doctor Frank" of the band the 
Mr. T Experience. "But when it was Bad Religion or someone...well, that 
was probably the first ideological crack in the organization." 

For a certain sect of alienated kids, Gilman Street became a twisted ver- 
sion of the barnyard playhouse in a Mickey Rooney movie, not to mention 
a refuge from Reagan's America. Tim Armstrong, singer for Op Ivy and 
later Rancid, was at Gilman's opening-night gig on New Year's Eve '86 and 
hung out there two to three times a week for the next seven years. "I was 
so hungry for something like that. I really needed a community, because I'd 
never felt a part of anything in my life before." 

Emily Marcus was 17 when she first found her way to Gilman Street to see 
Op Ivy. "There were always really little kids there— like, 13 or 14," she recalls. 
"They probably didn't have much of a home life, but they loved the music 



and the lifestyle." By day you'd see the same tattooed and Mohawked kids 
on hippie-strewn Telegraph Avenue, panhandling for spare change. David 
Katznelson, now an A&R guy at Reprise, was a Berkeley student and KALX 
DJ who often made it down to Gilman. "Berkeley was the birthplace of 
gutterpunks," he recalls. "Some punks are into styling, but in Berkeley 
they'd take their clothes out of the garbage and wear them with pride." 

Every Friday and Saturday, the various tribes gathered for lengthy 
shows that ranged from godlike to pathetic. Quality control was never a 
Gilman Street priority: Many five-band bills featured four who'd never 
been on a stage before. In between sets, kids would troop out to the train 
tracks to drink beers or hang out on the corner chatting with friends, 
looking like an urban version of Lord of the Flies. Portman calls gigs there 
"more of an endurance test than anything," and Katznelson 's memories are, 
he says, "of violence. Whenever 1 left the place, my pants would be black- 
ened, because I'd have been thrown to the ground so many times." 
Gilman's low point probably came in the early '90s, when Dead Kennedy 
Jello Biafra, of all people, was attacked and beaten up by a band of punk 
teens for supposedly "selling out." 

In 1993, a three-piece from Pinole called Green Day, who'd been putting 
out records on Livermore's label Lookout!, left the Gilman Street fold by 
signing to Warner Bros., and in January 1994 they released a punk-pop 
megastorm called Dookie. Soon, Gilman regulars like Jawbreaker, Samiam, 
Screeching Weasel, and Rancid were faced with strange decisions, being 
presented with seven-figure checks from major labels while being attacked 
by others for considering the offers. 

Gradually, however, the world turned its attention elsewhere, and things 
returned to normal. Livermore, sick of the infighting, sold off his share of the 
label, though it continues to release records by bands like the Hi-Fives, the 
Groo^ie Ghoulies, the Mr. T Experience, Pansy Division, and the Donnas. 
Over at 924, debate still rages over issues of selling out and staying pure, and 
the weekly organizational meeting is now biweekly. But the club still won't 
book "major-label, racist, misogynistic, or homophobic acts." And on any 
weekend night, you can still go to Gilman Street by bike or BART, volun- 
teer to work for an hour, and get in for free. It may be one of the few 
successful examples of a business run entirely on Marxist principles left 
in America today, h 
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warehouses of recession-crippled Lanc;ashire county. (The term "rave" was 
adopted from black-soiil-sceno slang for a bangin' party.) The economic 
deprivation of the Thatcher era had fashioned a grinning golem. "The law of 
(he dance then wa.s stronger than the law of the land," says outlaw rav(! 
organizer Tommy Smith. "Such was the energy of what was going on lliat 
you felt untmichahlc. Kvcryonc thought it was going to go on forever, getting 
bigger every week." 

This was a lawle.ss .scene, one that would spring into life on Fridays yet 
hardly existed during the week. Ecstasy dealers in puffa jackets and 
baseball caps plied tlieir wares openly in clubs and bars— and they weren't 
simply profiteers, they were true believers: "For two years we went on a mis- 
sion from God— we were like; (ehovah's Witnesses going out promoting it." 
says one. A favorite mooting point, a pub near the Thundordome called the 
Angel, had the letters of its sign ripped away until it simply read "The E." 

Yet as Madchcstor went into overdrive, the clubs themselves wero under 



threat. Claire Leighton. Ifi. died after taking Ecsta.sy in the l lagienda, inspir- 
ing a lengthy undercover police surveillance o]ieration and a court case that 
temporarilv clo.sed the club. Gangs moved in to hijack the lucrative drug 
busine.ss, thugging up peltv dealers, shooting bouncers, and shaking down 
liarlend(!rs. And as the gangsters niovi'd in, .so did Ihi! police: ra\ e organi/.- 
ers were imprisoned on drugs charges, Koiispiracy was shut down, D|s were 
served with injunctions not to play at illegal parties, Manchester had been 
beyond control, but now it was in the niid.st of a war. "Something beautiful 
was being destroved." says Smith sadly. 

As Shaun Ryder sank into heroin addiction and gangs took over the clubs, 
the beatific Ecstasy mytli was shattered. "The aftennath seemetl \ ery bleak," 
says Graham Ma.s.sev. "Everything became (lang(!roiis— all that enthusiasm 
was crushed." Within the ne.\t few years, the I lappy Mondays and Stone 
Roses split and the 1 lagienda was shut down and sold off, but not before the 
nii.xturo of Ecstasy and dance music made CJreat Hritain an altered state, 
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People magazine's worst-dressed awards: Perry Farrell (center) and trtends; Dayle Gloria with future Orgy drummer Bobby Hewitt. 



LOS iiH6€L6S, 1987-90 

NOTHING'S SHOCKING BY PLEASANT GEHMAN 



It's Friday, April 28, 1989, at Hollywood's Club With No Name. Seattle 
buzz band Mother Love Bone have just finished a monster set, and local 
sludge-metal faves the Dogs D'Amour are ready to rock. But there's a 
problem: Sebastian "Skid Rovi''' Bach has bum-rushed the stage and is 
belting out James Brown's "I Feel Good," staggering and spilling his 
drink. Dayle Gloria, the petite, blonde promoter, is going ballistic, but 
what can she do? The guy's just sold a zillion records, and half the 
crowd is here because they heard he was dropping by. So Gloria grubs 
Bach's pal Axl Rose— looking like his twin with his botUe-blond mane, 
shrink-wrap-tight jeans, and motorcycle jacket— and implores him to do 
something. But Axl's so messed up, he stumbles onstage and tackles 
Bach. Finally, Lenny "Mr. Lisa Bonet" Kravitz slings Bach over his shoul- 
der in a fireman's carry, and the Dogs D'Amour launch into a killer set. 
What no one suspects, of course, is that Mother Love Bone's grunge off- 
spring would ring a death knell to the whole Sunset Strip glam-metal world. 

Yet at this moment, Hollywood rock was happening. The punk scene 
that first sideswiped Hollyrock had fizzled, and ex-punks were confess- 
ing their affinities for bands like Aerosmith and Zeppelin. There were 
outlaw after-hours clubs like the Zero, with a "board of directors" includ- 
ing David Lee Roth and members of X, and the Radio, a joint that spun 
old funk and featured MCs like the young Ice T. Dayle Gloria and partner 
Michael Stewart opened the Scream in the old Embassy Hotel in down- 
town L.A., a licensed club playing a mix of goth, classic rock, pop and 
L.A. indies, and hosting acts like Faster FHissycat, L.A. Guns, and Stooges- 
worshiping local faves Nymphs. From 1986 to '87, Jane's Addiction was 
practically the house band, playing once or twice a month. 

"It was total camaraderie," Gloria recalls. "Bands would share equip- 
ment and come out to support one another's bands. There were no sepa- 
rate genres. Jane's Addiction were 86'd from everywhere because they 
were so outrageous; we were the only place that would let them play!" (At 
Club Lingerie, for instance. Perry Farrell was banned after a performance 
during which he danced across the bar, kicking off glasses as he went.) 

Whether it was on the Sunset Strip at Gazzari's and the Roxy, or off it in 
places like the Cathouse and the Bordello (run simultaneously by club 
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honcho-turned-VJ Rikki Rachtman), L.A. nightlife was taking off. The 
mirrored walls of the packed clubs, many of them large ex-discos, 
reflected a parade of rock dudes in leather pants, concho belts, and 
back-buckled Let It Rock boots, while Quiet Riot girls strutted with teased- 
up hair and silicone boobs popping out of vinyl Lip Service minidresses. 
There was a sexual charge in the air missing during the punk years. Some 
of the women were in bands; not a few others were "texotic dancers" work- 
ing ul plauos liko MOtorlicud's fuvorilo tiung, Juiubo's Clown Room (thus 
the legendary one-liner "What does a stripper do with her asshole before 
she goes to work? Drops him off at band practice!"). 

It was quite the scene. "One band. Junkyard, who had just moved here 
from Texas, were living in their van in the parking lot," says Soundcheck 
bartender and Lame Flames vocalist Iris Berry. "People were fucking 
in the bathrooms; everyone was high on something. We were allowed to 
give away free drinks as long as we kept track of them on this little pad. 
One night I filled the pad up before nine o'clock and asked the man- 
ager what I should do. She just laughed and said, 'Write smaller!'" 

When Guns N' Roses' Appetite for Destruction came out in '87, the 
scene exploded. "It seemed like they were just handing out record deals 
to anyone," says Chris Maggiore, a.k.a. Kristy "Krash" Majors, of 
glam-pop combo Pretty Boy Floyd. In a familiar arc, they were signed by 
MCA after their ninth gig but soon were filling the cutout bins. 

Clubs, meanwhile, were being overrun by kids from the suburbs. 
"People would show up just to buy the merchandise," remembers Joseph 
Brooks, a DJ who also ran the essential record store Vinyl Fetish. "They'd 
get hundreds of dollars' worth of T-shirts, hats, anything with the 
Cathouse logo on it, because they'd seen Axl wearing it in a video." 

Aside from the swarming masses and the new legions of talentless 
bands, it was the advent of grunge and a more primitivist approach to 
rock that killed the Hollywood scene, which suddenly seemed sexist, 
stale, and stupid, even to those involved. 

"Guns N' Roses turned into fat Elvis overnight," Iris Berry says. "Noth- 
ing can last forever— even Sinatra's Rat Pack only went on for about four 
years. But it was fun while it lasted." ■■ 
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MaWn' Manhattan: B-boys take Times Square. 



I H€W YOiH CITY, 19S7-89 

OLD SCHOOL INTO N€UU SCHOOL BY SACHA JENKINS 



It's a late-October Friday in 1989. Ten in the p.m. You and your crew are 
rolling mad deep to Manhattan from one of the "outer" boroughs. No, 
there aren't any drippy Magic Marker tags plastered on the inside of the 
funky worm you're traveling in, because by mid-'89. New York had 
mostly won its war on subway graffiti. Your clique is nodding to the Walk- 
man jammies, trying to lip-synch to Kool G. Rap— it's bugged out to see his 
lisp on their lips. Other straphangers pretend not to be scared of your 
Olde English-sipping motley crew; some skip over to the next car. You 
shake your head and think, "What if I would have robbed them maw- 
fukas for real?" 

You're there— 49th Street on the N line. The infamous Latin Quarter used 
to be happening right around the corner, across the way from Popeyes 
fried chicken. Sad, ain't it: You can still get fed by the sailor man, but you 
can't sample the tasty biscuits once served up nightly by good Colonels 
Rakim or Super Lover Ceo at the LQ. 

"Latin Quarter was just crazy," says Dante Ross, who was a clubgoing 
knucklehead and director of A&R at Tommy Boy Records back in the late 
'80s. "You never knew what was going to happen. A lot of people tryin' to 
steal people's chains. Someone tried to rob LL one night— there was a damn- 
near riot But you got to see KRS-One, Salt-N-Pepa, Big Daddy Kane, Public 
Enemy— just right in your face like nothing. I remember the time when Doug 



E. Fresh and Biz Markie beatbox-battled, and Doug pulled out a harmon- 
ica. That was the most amazing shit I've ever seen." 

Audio Two's "Top Billin'," Rob Base and D.J. E-Z Rock's "It Takes Two," 
the Beastie's "Hold It Now, Hit It." Eric B. & Rakim's "I Ain't No Ioke"-the8e 
were the bangers New York party freaks were gettin' bizze to. Kids wore 
Gucci (read: bootleg) leather track suits, sipped Long Island iced teas, and 
puffed Phillie Blunt cigars packed with cheeba or "woolahs," filled with 
cheeba and crack. 

Sporadic violence pushed up insurance rates and helped shut down the 
LQ. While there were still some phat spots, like lower Manhattan's colossal 
Union Square and the rotating "candy bar" clubs, and uptown joints like 
Harlem World and Disco Fever, they were on the wane. Pour a little liquor 
on the curb for the gold old days of '87 and '88. 

But in 1989, hip-hop exploded in other ways. Radio jocks like Mr. Magic, 
Red Alert, the Awesome Two, and countless others kept the records spin- 
ning—on late-night college and pirate frequencies— long after the parties 
dried up. "Every night you would hear new, different shit," says Georges Sul- 
mers, who was Def Jam's head of business affairs in '89. "Magic was defi- ° 
nitely different from Red Alert. Now, DJs like Big Kap, Cipher Sounds, and 2 
Funkmaster Flex are doing things so similar, you can't tell who's who." ? 

Then there was Video Music Box, New York's daily answer to MTV's S 
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once-a-week nod to hip-hop. "Tn my dorm room at NYU, I used to have this 
little black-and-white TV with a coat hanger for an antenna," says Con- 
necticut transplant Anne Kristoff, now director of press and artist develop- 
ment at Elektra. "The Box barely came in. But besides Yo! \n'V Raps, no one 
else was showing any videos or interviews with rappers at that time." 

Meanwhile, the music itself was changing. KRS-One, spurred in part by the 
shooting death of his partner in rhyme, DJ Scott La Rock, started the Stop the 
Violence Movement. Pubhc Enemy preached black empowerment through 
education and organization, and the chaotic, riot-siren sonics created by PE 
beat platoon the Bomb Squad brought a whole new brand of noise. 

By 1989, the Tribe Called Quest/De La Soul/Jungle Brothers massive 
(a.k.a. Native Tongues) were telling hipvhoppers that you didn't have to start 



every rhyme with "yes, yes, y'all" or wear dookie gold rope chains like every 
other rapper in the five boroughs. De La, in cahoots with nutty 
professor/producer Prince Paul, used everything and Disneyland as a sam- 
pling source. Folks were rockin' leather mother-Africa medallions. 

The '90s? Let's see. Dr. Dre started smokin' chronic. Bad Boy. Notorious 
B.I.G. Death Row. Tupac. The advent of crosscountry beef. The dirty South 
brings the mother-loving ruckus. Now, Jay-Z is the new lyrical King of New 
York. DMX has the power of Pac. White college kids with backpacks col- 
lect Ultramagnetic MCs bootlegs and swear Nas ain't no true MC no more. 
And Tramps, one of the few venues that supported Uve hip>-hop in New York 
in the '90s, was just buried 20-something blocks south of the old LQ. I guess 
it's Giuliani time, h 




Smells like Mark's armpits: Mudhoney get 



SEilTTLi, 1989-94 

LUHflT'S THRT SM6LL? BY EVEREH TRUE 



It's another sweaty night at OK Hotel. Kurt Cobain smashes a second gui- 
tar and charges into the drums. Krist Novoselic hurls his bass six feet in 
the air, then leaps into the audience. Around the room: upended ampli- 
fiers, flannel-clad stage-divers nursing wounds, a bouncer lamely trying to 
keep fans earthbound. 

"What was the 'hello, hello, hello' one called?" someone asks about the 
song the band had just debuted. 

"'Smells Like Teen Spirit,'" a know-it-all responds. 

Sometimes big things really do happen fast. 

Seattle in 1989 was a remote Northwest city with a small-town atti- 
tude. Like any metropolis, it had its scenesters and a handful of cool 



places such as Capitol Hill and First Avenue's red-light district, home of 
OK Hotel and the Vogue, where Sub Pop Records cofounder Bruce Pavitt 
would spin muscle-car rock between sets by hip-hop DJs. 

What differentiated Seattle from a dozen other American cities, musi- 
cally, was its insular self-belief. Its rock groups all seemed to listen to the 
same records; the Stooges, Black Sabbath, homeboy Jimi Hendrix, and '60s 
protopunk locals the Sonics. Eighties garage bands from the Northwest, 
like U-Men, Screaming Trees, and Green River (who spawned Mother 
Love Bone, Mudhoney, and Pearl Jam), wanted more from rock than sim- 
plistic three-minute punk rants. "Mostly, these musicians had been in jokey 
hardcore bands in the early '80s," explains former Sub Pop general 
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manager Rich Jensen. "After a few years they got bored with the scene 
and started riffing out. growing their hair, and acting like rock gods." 

Seattle exploded in part because it was the adopted hometown of 
Nirvana, the Last Great American Rock Band. But even before the ten- 
time platinum Nevermind sent the whole scene skyward in '91. Seattle 
was the place to be. Both Soundgarden and Mudhoney were making 
big noise, as would Alice in Chains later on. Chaos erupted nightly at 
shows by local bands like Love Battery. Cat Butt, Blood Circus. Fast- 
backs, and dozens of other hopefuls. There was the famous Tad show, 
where the outsize singer dove off a tiny stage and crushed several 
fans: the Showbox set bv the all-woman band Dickless. where fans 
were stage-diving to the sound of silence when amplifiers crapped out 
from overabuse; and on and on. 

Soon enough, the tourists and A&R men in town started to outnimiber 
the artists. But the rot also came from the inside. "On my first w-eek at 
the Off Ramp." ex-Sub Pop employee and boss of Seattle's Home- 
recordedculture label Michael lohn recalls, "mv boss [an took me 
upstairs to clean out the apartment of an ex-emplovee. a junkie who stole 
some money and skipped out. The room was littered with garbage, and 
hanging on the wall is a picture of Christ on the cross with an actual 
needle stuck in his neck, blood still in the chamber and dripping off the 
wall. Below me in the showroom, .some shittv band was doing a shitty 
version of [Mudhoney's) 'Touch Me I'm Sick.' 1 was locked in a chche." 



Kurt Cobain's suicide in 1994 was the final straw for most. Suspicious of 
outsiders by nature. Seattle's artists and scenesters cleared ranks, althougli 
huge records from Pearl lam. Soundgarden. and other acts were still ahead. 
Soundgarden and Alice in Chains fell apart a few vears later, the latter 
partly due to its lead singer's recidivist relationship with heroin, a drug 
that will be fore\ er associated with the downfall of the Northwest scene. 

Yet today it seems on the rebound, if far less bent on world domina- 
tion. In Seattle's little-sister city. Olympia, Calvin lohnson's indie- 
lifestvle K records (Beat Happening, Dub Narcotic Sound System) and 
Slim Moon's fiery Kill Rock Stars (Bikini Kill, Sleater-Kinney) are pro- 
viding examples of how self-belief will see you through weird times. 
In Seattle, Up Records' supremo (and former Sub Pop receptionist) 
Chris Takino has launched new indie standard-bearers Quasi, Built to 
Spill, and Modest Mouse. And Sub Pop's Jonathan Poneman has dow^n- 
scaled and diversified the label's roster, although recent signings the 
Hellacopters. Zen Guerrilla, and the Makers seem to point a way back 
to the neo-'70s, neo-hard rock that bought the label its fortune. 

"The scene now is as healthy as it's been in years." says Jack Endino, 
who produced Nirvana's debut. Bleach. "After a hundred acts got their 
'big break' and were dropped the minute grunge became unfashion- 
able, reality set in. Seattle bands are back to doing it because they want 
to. The careerists are working at Microsoft and Amazon. That leaves 
just the diehards." m 




Rewind cultcha: T.C. Islam on the mic; clubt)ers at Metalheadz; ghetto fabulousness in full effect. 




UU€LCOM€ TO TH€ JUNGL6 BY SIMON REYNOLDS 



To identify yourself as a "junglist" in 1993 meant you belonged to an out- 
cast tribe, a scene feared by most London clubbers as a sinister underworld 
populated by speed freaks and baby gangstas. Born out of clubland's 
Ecstasy-fueled fervor, jungle was rave mutated by the influence of drugs, 
dancehall music, hip-hop, and the ghetto desperation of the recession- 
wracked early 'gOs until it was too hard, too dark, and too black for the 
smilev-faced masses. 

"Darkside jungle freaked out a lot of people, especially those still in the 
Ecstasy haze— because on E there's no distance between you and the music." 
enthuses Two Fingers, author of the pulp novel lunglist. "Darkside was just 
e\'il. evil music— and that was good, cause it got rid of the lightweights." 

The emergence of jungle had everything to do with drugs. Its frantic 
breakbeat rhythms evolved because ravers buzzing on too many Es. 
amphetamines — even crack, for a few — craved beats as hectic as their 
own overdriven metabolisms. The music's bad-trippy aura both reflected 



and exacerbated the paranoia induced by long-term stimulant abuse. But 
the true junglist drug is arguably marijuana. Go into any jungle club in 
the early '90s and you'd see a group of guys in a huddle "building and 
burning." One turns up his palms to form a trav for his friend to build a 
massive spliff on. while another friend leans close to block securitv' guard 
sight lines. Marijuana is why jungle bass lines started to run at reggae 
tempo, thereby allowing dancers to skank rather than rave, and why 
E references on dubplates were gradually replaced with sound bites 
exalting ganja. 

Jungle more or less began at the end of 1992. when tracks like Body- 
snatch's "lust 4 U London" and Code 071s "London Sumtin Dis" hit the 
pirate-radio airwaves. "That it's-a-London-thing I alwavs took as this-is- 
a-WocA-thing, y'know," Two Fingers says. "London has the biggest black 
population in Britain." Just as it was black sounds that informed the new 
music, it was black fashion that shaped jungle's style spectrum, which 
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ranged from hip-hop-influenced "ruffneck soldier" minimalism (puffy 
MA-l/MA-2 flight-jackets, name-brand sneakers, baggv pants) to 
dancehall-reggae-style ghetto fabulousness. At the ragga-raves like 
Sunday Roast and Desert Storm, the mostly black crowd "larged it" 
VIP style— the men flaunting Versace and Moschino. gold sovereign rings 
and bottles of champagne: the women flexin' their abdomens and winin' 
their waists in their skintight "batty rider" shorts, micro-skirts, bustiers, 
and thigh-high boots. 

"Girls sticking their asses in the air and an MC really working the crowd, 
making them hold their lighters up and blow their horns" is how Lee 
Billingham. a.k.a. DJ Bo!ne. recalls his first encounter with jungle at the 
South London club Lazerdrome. "I loved the whole selector! wheel-and- 
come-again!' rewind thing." says Two Fingers, another Lazerdrome regu- 
lar, referring to how the crowd urged the DJ to stop the record mid-beat, 
spin it backward, and start it up again. "As .VlCs like GQ. Detl. Five-0. and 
Moose took on the Jamaican patois thing, they became more than crowd 
motivators: they were vocalizing what the massive was feeling, connecting 
you with the music more intensely. There's a magical quality to the MC 
chants-especially on the pirate-radio stations, where they'd just go off." 



The pirate-radio stations were the real heroes of jungle, keeping the 
vibe alive in the scene s pre-breakthrough phase. London had (and still 
has) dozens of illegal radio collectives, gangstas of the airwaves who 
broadcasted from the top of apartment buildings and engaged in a 
constant, quasi-military struggle to survive not just governmental sup- 
pression but the skulduggery of rival stations that would gladlv steal their 
pirate brethren's transmitters. Legend has it that one outfit. Rush FM. 
turned the derelict upper floors of an East London building into a fortress 
so impregnable that the DJs had to climb up the side of the building to 
reach the studio. When local government officials attempted to break 
through the building's barricaded stairwell, a booby trap blew up in 
their faces. 

Yet for all its militancy and madness, jungle seethed with "a fierce, fierce 
joy." as convert Bjork put it. The speed of the music was crucial, as if you 
could somehow ride its future-rush, achieve escape velocity, and smash 
through to a brighter tomorrow. "The breakbeats were so fast and chopped 
up. your body w'as pulled in 20 different directions at once." recalls DJ Bo!ne 
of his baptismal e.xperience at Lazerdrome. "Me and my mates just looked at 
each other and were like. 'This is mental!" mt 
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HIP-HOP G6TS DIGI UUITH IT BYOUVERWANG 



Steve "Flash" Juon is driving alone in Central Iowa, a hip-hop junkie in 
need of a hit. He's not motoring to a dimly lit dance hall or a record store: 
he's on his way to Iowa State, where he can log onto the Internet. It's 
December 1992— before the dot.com gold rush, even before dial-in access. 
Twenty miles from home, in the middle of a snouy Midwest wasteland, 
Juon finds a B-boy haven lu cyberspace at a newsgroup called all.rap. 

"It was my sole connection to hip-hop." he remembers. "I had a sub- 
scription to The Source, and that was it." Juon went on to found one of 
the first online rap zines. HardC.O.R.E. (Committee for Rap Excellence), 
in 1993. as well as the popular rec.music.hip-hop newsgroup, a precur- 
sor to today's Web-based message boards and chat rooms. While Old 
School lore was about South Bronx park jams, the Internet has become a 
new locus for fans worldwide. "It has impacted how hip-hop thinks 
between the lines." he says. "At the time, you were either East or West. 
But here's all these people like me in Iowa. Kansas, everywhere." 

The Internet's ability to transcend geography has proved a boon for 
artists as well as fans. Oakland's HieroglvTihics collective used the Inter- 
net to sell product and keep their buzz alive underground, "The Hiero- 
glvphics still have a lot of the same fans they had back when Del [The 
Funky Homosapienj's first album came out in 1991. But they've added 
another layer of fans who are very technologically sav\'y." says Karen 
Dere. manager of the Hiero Imperium label. In some cases, the Internet 
has actually been responsible for the formation of groups. Tim Holland, 
a.k.a. Sole of the Anticon collective, was a fresh-faced Portland. Maine. 
15-vear-old selling homemade tapes online in 1992 when he started meet- 
ing the like-minded hip-hop heads who eventually formed Anticon. 

But the Internet underground still makes its own rules. Though 
online purchases account for more than 25 percent of Anticon's 
sales. Holland thinks the bootlegging exceeds that. Through his day 
job as a network administrator at Listen.com, an MP3 music site. 
"I found my album on every single FTP server, fully MP3-ed." he says, 
laughing. "I know there are 5.000 people on the Internet right now 



with the Sole album. I had to redo it 'cause it got bootlegged so much." 

Ben White is the cofounder of Platform.net. which began as a small 
launch site for independent urban music and clothing companies and 
has since grown to become one of the major hip-hop traffic hubs. Despite 
Platform. net's entrance into the Internet elite. White still checks the 
activity street-level— notably on the fiv-by-night "hot line" servers, furtive 
sites that commonly offer bootleg material but disappear on a moment's 
notice. "Hot lines still have that subcultural feel that the Internet really 
doesn't have anymore. I can't believe what kids are trading; it's all soft- 
ware pirac\'. pom, and hip-hop." (A recent hot-line trip turned up copies 
of Blackalicious' .Vjo. D.I.T.C.'s All Lux: and D'Angelo's Voodoo as MP3s 
weeks before their official release dates.) 

For all the talk about what the Internet can do for hip-hop. there are some 
contradictions. While demographic estimates van,', most surve^-s show online 
use by blacks and Latinos is half that of whites. "The people who primarily cre- 
ate hip-hop. a lot of the brothers and sisters who lived in the proverbial 
'hood, they're not always on the computer." points out David Cook, a.k.a, 
Davey D. a longtime Bay Area radio personality' and founder of the pioneering 
Davey D s HipHop Corner (www.daveyd.com). "E-40 was like. 'Man. I don't 
have an email address. I don't have a website —he's just starting to learn. 
When \'ou have major players who aren't in this arena, yoiu- scene is limited." 

While the Internet has helped generate interest in groups like Com- 
pany Flow and the Mountain Brothers, there's no online equivalent yet 
to. say. Oakland's Too Short or New Orleans' Cash .Money— regional 
artists/ labels that built indie empires. But Juon argues the potential is there. 
"The hip-hop community online is mad deep." he says. "And everybody 
there, from journalists and rappers to Joe Average fans, is participating in a 
constant redefinition of what hip-hop really is." 

And as more heads log on. what they'll do there is anyone's guess. 
"Hip-hop has adapted to every technological thing that's come out." says 
Davey D. "Samplers were not made for hip-hop: neither were turntables. 
But we took those things and made them the tools of our trade," ^ 



ISO SPIN IStn ANNIVERSARY ISSUE 



1S2 SPIN 15th ANNIVERSARY ISSUE 



Cci ' ■ : -aterial 




Cci 




Leatherjumpsurt by Tom Ford for Gucci. Opposite, leather jacket and pants by 
Ruffo Research: T-shirt and necklace by ORFI: Dunk High sneakers by Nike. 




RH YES, THERE'S IMOTHIIMO QUITE LIKE THE RROtTIR OF THE IMEIU CELICR OT-S PLRIMTIMG ITS XSO 
HORSES TO THE RSPHRLT THROUGH R 6-SPEEO CERRBOX RlVD RVRILRBLE SO-SERIES TIRES. 

THE NEXT CELICR. OO. 
CT-5 SHouiN $55,985. 

CT STRRTINC RT $16,635 PLUS $H85 OESTINRTION CHRRCE. TOTRL mSRP $11, ISO! 

® TOYOTA 

CHmNCINC. EVERY DRY. 

www.isthistoyoto.com 

■BUSED ON HnNUFnCTURER'S SUCQESTED RETHIL price, including DESTINRTION CHRRCE. EXCLUDES TRXES. IICENSE. TITLE RHD OTHER ORTIONRl OR RECIONRLLV REQUIRED EOUIPMtHT. 
aCIURl DERIER PRICE HRV vnev HRVI II NICE DRV SHOW rOURSElF HOW MUCH VOU CRRE RBOUT VOURSELF BUCKLE UP £2000 TOVOTR HOTOR SRLES. U S R . INC 



REVIEWS1234567S910 



I I I I I I I I I I 

«>ajM»i£ai<« 3)0) a 

? I I i i 2 I I I ^ 

^ ^ i " = ^1 

Z 01 u a 



' There's nothing wrong 
with love; Yo La Tengo's 
Georgia Hubley. James 
McNew and Ira Kaplan. 





'0 LA TENGO 

Hnd Then So thing Turned 

Itself Inside-Out iMaiadorj 



TURN IN, 
BLISS OUT 

Vo La Tengo tone doiun 
the noise on ttieir most 
euocatiue album yet 

by Sally Jacob 



Luxury Condos Coming to Your 
Neighborhood Soon. The title of a 
1985 compilation of pop acts from 
Hoboken, New Jersey— including 
budding noise-folk talents Yo La 
Tengo— implied that Morning in 
America manifested itself in grim 
physical realities, and music was the 
only nposte. Even as dmmmer/vocal- 
ist Georgia Hubley and her husband, 
guitarist/vocalist Ira Kaplan, nested 
in the New York City commuter com- 
munity. Jello-shot-snarfing yuppies 
spilled in from Manhattan's financial 
district bnnging high rents and micro- 
brews. What was to be done except 
retreat into the bedroom-to-barroom 
culture, indie rock, and wait out 
the siege? But '80s greed simply 
morphed into '903 greed.com, and 
alterna-lifers could only toast an 
impending marginality and shnnking 
standard of living that, in a younger, 
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more naive moment, they'd (sorta) 
freely chosen. 

Throughout their 15-year career, 
Yo La Tengo have been at once the 
most rooted of 'indie" bands (married, 
settied, adorably consistent) and the 
one among their Matador cohorts ttial 
have taken the longest to figure out 
vvhat to be w^en they grow up. After a 
succession of okay-to-great post- 
Velvets albums, it took 1 990's covers 
album, Fakebook, for the group to 
begin finding a voice— and then only 
by pledging shy commitment to a jum- 
ble of touchstone influences from 
Gram Parsons' country sulk to Daniel 
Johnston's savant pop. 1993's Painful 
found an anchor in the sturdy sinu- 
ous bass playing of James McNew, 
but the pieces didn't finally fit together 
until 1997's / Can Hear the Heart 
Beating as One. Here was Stereo- 
lab, Neil Young, and My Bloody Valen- 
tine, lovingly sewn into a patchwork 
quilt It was the best record of 1994— 
recorded three years too late. 

Brooding and staid, the band's 
tenth album. And Then Nothing 
Turned Itself Inside -Out, finds them 
still taking their own sweet time, in 
their own little comer of the world: 
It's just that now seclusion seems 
like a deliberate choice. "Looking to 
embrace the nothing of the every- 
day" Hubley and Kaplan sing on the 
mournful, Another Green World- 
esque opener. "Everyday" offering 
the closest thing to an official posi- 
tion statement of their career. Like- 
wise, the quiet single "Saturday" is 
about the pleasures of letting one's 
attention aimlessly drift. Musically, 
it's like an unraveled version of 
Heart's demure, Farfisa-warm "Au- 
tumn Sweater." Over a slow, metro- 
nomic tick and meditative organ 
drone. New York improv-scene drum- 
mer Susie Ibarra lays dovwi rattlesnake 
skitters and typewriter dings as 
Hubley and Kaplan croon in a worn- 
cotton harmony: "Let my mind go out 
of tune " It may not seem all that noble 
at first but any small protest against 
new-media culture's mandate of 
hypervigilance feels mighty real. 

Tuning out to wander off is a natural 
thing for YLT. Recent extracurricular 
activities have plunged deeper into 
private otisessions and sly, obscure 



allusions. A 1998 novelty record with 
Half Japanese frontman Jad Fair, 
Strange but True, built ditties around 
tabloid headlines from Wellsville 
("Retired Grocer Constructs Tiny 
Mount Rushmore Entirely of Cheese"). 
And McNew's wotibly, tender-hearted 
side project Dump's latest release 
is a cassette-only set of Prince cov- 
ers. Their earlier music, too, often 
touched on introspection, fazing out 
recalling the minutiae of past 
moments, and attending to the 
nuances of present ones. 

But on Nothing, the band— Kaplan 
in particular— gets downright Proust- 
ian on our asses. "Our Way to Fall" 
sees him settle into a rocker on the 
porch, spinning a soft-spoken tale of 
courtship past. His frank monologue 
on the vibes-laced v*«eper "The Cry- 
ing of Lot G" chronicles a (marital?) 
spat blow by psychological bkjw. And 
on "Last Days of Disco," he whispers 
recollections of reluctantly dancing at 
a party against his wife's delicate 
shadow play of ghostly polyrhythms. 

The softened arrangements en- 
hance the mood. The group's now- 
signature brush drums, swirling 
organ, glowing vibraphone, and gen- 
tle tremolo guitar are all still here, 
like Christmas lights winking in a 
shop window year-round. But a key 
piece of merchandise is missing: 
YLT's noise-candy guitar flares. 
Only one tune here, "Cherry Chap- 
stick," takes the PATH train to Sonic 
Youth's downtown. 

Otherwise, classic elements appear 
in fine form: ttie Fa/ceboo/c-style cover 
(a great goofy version of '70s soul 
also-ran George McCrae's "You Can 
Have It All"), the slide-guitar ballad 
("Tears Are in Your Eyes"), the throw- 
away organ instrumental ("Tired 
Hippo"), the long zone-poem at the 
end ("Night Falls on Hoboken"). 
They're just a little more subdued. 
Like new raindrops that follow the 
same path down a window pane. 
Nothing's succession of slow dances 
evokes the deep calm of disappoint- 
ment made familiar, even comfort- 
able, by repetition— a pattem that over 
time has its own beauty. And these 
days, you take beauty wherever you 
find it— especially when you find 
yourself in Hoboken, M 



Cci- 




ROLLINS BAND 
Bet Some Go Hgain 
(DreamUJorks) 



bagger picks off wrong-coast 
transplants with .45 caliber shots. 
"What about the rock star from 
Portland, who works at the office- 
supply store for years getting his 
hair together, waiting for that train 
to stop and take him to fame and 
financial excess." Get it? Rollins 
moved to Cali to "make if with a 
band, too. Now he's finally done it. 

LORNE BEHRMAN 



Let's be frank about Hank. Henry 
Rollins lost his nuts when he lost his 
sense of humor. Years ago, the 
hardcore commando traded his 
crewcut for a Jim Morrison mane 
and accompanying semi-pro liter- 
ary aspirations. No one knew it 
then, but Black Flag's tube'n'booze 
autocritique "TV Party" became the 
last party he'd ever rock. Which is 
why the Rollins Band's latest is 
such a shock. Suddenly, years after 
everything went black, we're laugh- 
ing again— this time with Rollins, 
not at him. 

Henry has always been senous 
about rock and not serious enough 
about rocking out. The last two 
Rollins Band outmgs, 1994's 
Weight (which spawned the hit 
"Liar") and 1997's Come in and 
Burn, saw him play self-help drill 
sergeant against the atonal guitar 
riffs and Frankenstein grooves 
blueprinted on 1988's just-reissued 
Life Time. Here, he's found better 
backing in El Lay dino-rockers 
Mother Superior, who pump up 
fond memories of Sabbath. Thin 
Lizzy, and Aerosmith on an album 
with melodies you can whistle and 
beats you can clap out. Things do 
get samey— "Get Some Go Again" 
and "Monster" are the same song 
with different lyrics. But with Rollins 
forsaking his ball-bearing homilies 
in favor of towel-slapping poesy 
like "I do a lot of stuff / 1 like it when 
it's tough / One look at my eyes 
and you know what I came here 
for," one senses he's getting fresh 
inspiration from the old 'Smith 
classic "Lord of the Thighs." 

And if watching an aging punk 
indulge his 'rock star" side doesn't 
elicit a chortle, there's "LA. Money 
Train," in which the D.C. carpet- 
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Music From the Original Motion 
Picture Luke's Freak Fest 2888 
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TRICK DADDY 
Book ofTtiugs 
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Time heals all booty. Even the 
most ridiculous style gets re- 
spectable after awhile, its pioneers 
aging from clowns to godfathers. 
Consider that rump-shakin'. hooter- 
jigglin', militantly dumbass scourge 
known as Miami Bass. Suddenly, 
the shit's everywhere. Beat epicure 
Beck talks of remixing some 
"booty-slap' into French aesthetes 
Air. Ghetto-tech DJ Assault busts 
cult jams like "Ass-n-Titties." Pro- 
ducers from Houston to Atlanta to 
New Orleans win hits and plaudits 
with variants on that Azzcentric 
bounce. And they all owe more than 
a little to the bucktoothed grand- 
daddy of it all, Luther Campbell-a 
man looking smarter every day 

Once the brains— if that's the 
expression-behind 2 Live Crew, 
the erstwhile Luke Skyywalker now 
enjoys a rep as hip-hop's Hugh 




□ RDINARY 
MAN 



DAY ONE'S HIGHLY ACCLAIMED 
DEBUT ALBUM "ORDINARY MAN" 
FEATURING THE SINGLE "IN YOUR LIFE" 

CO-PRODUCED BY BEASTIE BOYS 
ENGINEER MARIO CALDATO JR. 

"...THE SONGS POSSESS THE ROLLING 
LYRICISM OF D.A.I.S.Y AGE HIP-HOP, 
WITHOUT THE DAY-GLO HIPPINESS... 
A VIVID. VIBRANT BREW" -SPIN 
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Hefner: an avuncular porn patri- 
arch whose old frat-house hits 
seem qurte quaint set against the 
quadruple penetrations of today. In 
fact, a good-natured giddiness 
runs through this soundtrack to the 
film Luke s Freak FesI 2000. Well- 
wishers Big Pun. Cuban Linx. and 
Goodie Mob swing by with their 
freshest gynecological verses; 
slow jams get so filthy R. Kelly 
would ban em: and somehow the 
whole thing stays pretty fun. Heads 
still won't be checking for Luke's 
lyrics (example: "Freak shawty, 
freak / Freak, this be my freak, 
shawty." followed by variations on 
the phrase "it smells good down 
here"). But with Quad City DJs, 95 
South, and other hitmakers on 
hand, the album has an off-the- 
hook, clothing optional momentum 
rarely felt above Jacksonville. 

Like Master P. though, Luke's 
stature is largely extramusical— his 
adult-entertainment empire, his 
advocacy work on First Amend- 
ment issues, and, mostly, his loot. 
Not so with his Miami colleague 
Trick Daddy (though anyone 
who secures the domain name 
www.thug.com deserves serious 
biz props). Lacking his elder s port- 
folio, the upstart must earn his 
props rapping and defining a 
certain wing of Southeastern 
gangsta that's more Scarface than 
Spice Channel— and badass even 
above 160 BPM. 

As on his 1998 hit "Nann." 
Daddy comes with beats harder 
hitting and more textural than most 
Miami wig-outs, rapping with 
authoritative detail about the down 
and desperate of Liberty City (a 
'hood in which the four-door Vol- 
vo is apparently a thug ride) 
While the ho disses and weed 
jams aren't too groundbreaking, 
Trick Daddy does bring some 
real blues from the freaky outskirts: 
'Who invented niggas in the first 
place? / And said America's 
the original birthplace? / Who get- 
tin' 10-20-life on they first case? / 
My niggas." Festive it isn't, but 
if Miami needs roughneck re- 
demption, this should more than 

win it. CHRIS NORRIS 




PEACE ORCHESTRA 
Peace Orchestra 
IC-Stone studio !K7I 




TOSCA 

Suzuki 

lE-Stone/Studio IK7I 



Before he was half of Austria s 
most elegant downtempo DJ duo. 
Peter Kruder was a hipster hair- 
stylist. So It kinda makes sense 
that Kruder & Dorfmeister's warm, 
sensuous sonic shampoo is per- 
fect Music for Hair Salons. The 
smoky keyboards, tastefully funky 
bass lines, deliciously blunted 
beats — it's a delicate balance of 
posl-Portishead melancholia and 
acid jazz schmaltz. Not heavy or 
daring, the cafe psychedelia of 
1998's gorgeous K&D Sessions 
and these two lushly funky solo 
outings is for people who could 
give a toss about techno innova- 
tion and just want something that 
sounds sorta seductive in low light. 

Yet as Peace Orchestra. Peter 
Kruder goes beyond mood music. 
Playing with trace elements of early 
'70s Kraut-rock, he mixes a Can 
sample into the blaxploitation boo- 
gie of "Henry" and evokes a tnp-hop 
"Autobahn" with the synth -burbling 
and scratch beats of "Who Am 1." 
He even suggests a sense of humor 
The title of "Marakesh" may be the 
most lovably dorky drug reference 
since Rush's "Passage to Bangkok." 
but its buzzing low-end melody is, 
like, totally otherworldly man. 

Suzuki, the second album from 
Tosca— a collaboration between 
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Mighty Mighty Bammtanet 



ALREADY MIXED. JUST ADD VOLUME. 
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All New Mixes by the 
Lo Fidelity Allstars 

A mix of choice funk, 
chopped-up hip-hop, 
inspirational soul 
and rollercoaster 
breakbeats, paying 
testament to the 
sweaty Brighton club 
that launched the 
Big Beat party. 

In Stores Now 



Also available from the 
Lo Fidelity Allstars 



www lorirfelityallstare com wwwskrnt nel www columbiarecords com 
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Turn On the Fun" 



FURY 

SPIRITUALITY 

TRUTH 



SinylBS byChanesHaron 

During the past months, while this magazine has been up for sale, it's been suggested repeatedly that Spin 
was, or still is, just an "Indie-rock" magazine. This, of course, is absurd. Spin has always been a mass- 
youth-cuKure rag appealing to an audience well beyond your local chapter of the Belle and Sebastian fan 
club (otherwise, we'd go broke). And for this reason, many indie rockers have hated our guts, which is 
understandable. So please, at least slag us for the right reasons. 



Bright Eyes Every Day and Every Night EP 

(Saddle Creek) Indie rock lives! Ha ha ha! But no, 
really. Conor Oberst (a.k.a. Bright Eyes) is lo-fi in 
the best melodramatic, me-against-the-world 
sense, acting out his acoustic-guitar arias as if his 
young life was being bound and gagged. Here, a 
hired band (pedal steel, keyboards, drums) gives 
the songs' stricken lyrics/melodies a decent 
mattress to collapse on, but mostly Oberst just 
stands and quivers. 

Destiny's Child "Say My Name" (Columbia) 
Though Tha Dogg Pound's Daz has wet dreams 
about Beyonce, the rest of us can't tell Destiny's 
children apart— they've always been a producer's 
sleek, windup-toy projection. First, it was Wyclef 
remixing the slinky, SWV grin of 1998's "No, No, 
No"; last year it was Kevin "She'kspere" Briggs 
with the campy/frowny TLC rip "Bills, Bills, Bills." 
The Briggs-produced second single, "Buga Boo," 
was a nifty Missy/Timbaland lollipop— don't-go- 
there vocals ricocheting off techno-chilly digi- 
talia. But "Say My Name" is the real soft bomb, 
with producer Rodney "Dark Child" Jerkins 
goosing an R. Kelly plead-plead-me structure 
and actually allowing the ladies to shine. 



DMX "What's My Name" (Ruff Ryders/Def Jam) 
In both sonics and ebonies, this is closer to 
Led Zeppelin's (or Korn's) exhilarating 
bombast than black pop radio's prevailing 
electro-funk strut. Produced by Irv Gotti and 
Self (not star beat-boosters Dame Grease 
or Swizz Beatz), "What's My Name" is a 
concussive lunge into the void that goes for 
frenzy over soul, orgasm over groove, rock 
over roll. And in his relentless desire to tell 
you that he's "not a nice person," DMX 
resembles nothing so much as a church- 
burning Norwegian black-metal dude. RufffI 



two things obvious: 1 ) Detroit is an insanity- 
inducing shithole; and 2) there are so many MCs 
trying to get paid that metaphorically killing, or at 
least having sex with, a member of your own family 
is practically a career requirement. 

Sixteen Deluxe The Uoonman is Blue EP 

(Figure Eight/Sugar Fix) The candy-colored dream-pop 
freakouts of this Austin, Texas, combo were some of 
mid-'90s rock's finest pleasures. Now on their own 
label (after a Warner Bros, letdown), guitarists/song- 
writers Carrie Clark and Chris Smith are still feeding 
back waves of fresh melodies, but with a slightly 
harsher glint (on "Over and Over," Clark is busy 
looking for a "bright new wall to smash into"). It's all 
about that age when the scabs on your knees start to 
heal a little bit slower. 

Yellow Machinegun "My Eyes Under the 

Sands"/"Again" (Howling Bull) It's like hearing 
Shonen Knife purge their repressed anger at being 
fetishized as exotic cutie-pies by learning to play 
their instruments really fast and mean. This all- 
female, metal-punk band from Osaka, Japan, needs 
no giggly, ironic apologies. They shred and lurch in 



Looking for a bright new wall to smash into: Sixteen Deluxe. 



Da Ruckus/Paradime/D12 "High" (DTW/intuit-Soiar) 
Black, white, or in between, Detroit's tightest MCs— 
from Eminem to Esham/Natas to E-Dub and the 
related rappers featured on this 12-inch— continue 
their quest to be rap's most wisecracking, nihilistic 
sociopaths. Playing the devil role, constantly drunk 
or high, stabbing you in the back with a rusty knife, 
these guys' "shocking" one-upmanship makes 



bursts of roaring, broken English ("Again" could be 
a great lost Germs cover). Unfortunately, they have to 
share this split seven-inch with a track from revived 
thrash-metal goobers S.O.D. (i.e.. Anthrax in a previ- 
ous life), and the less said about that the better, 



Addresses: www.intuit-8olar.com; Figure08@Yahoo.com; 
www.howlingbull.com 
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PATH . 

SMITH* 

GUNG HO 



1 3 powerful new 
songs, featuring 
"Glitter In Their Eyes" 
Produced by 
Gil Norton 

Letterman padMtnance 3/21 



wwwgungho2Q00.com 

www arista com. .. 
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LOG ON TO vww.ment05.coin to sample new 

MUSK AND THE flKSfMUirEr FOUR HEADUNER BANDS, 
INCLUDING PINK AND THE NEW RISING SONS. WHILE 
YOU'RE THERE, FIND OUT IF YOUR CAMPUS IS A PART OF 
THE FRESHhIAKEIF TOUR, AND REGISHR TO WIN FRESH 
MENTOS STUFF (INCLUDING AN INFLATABLE JACUZZI)! 



Richard Dorfmeister and Rupert 
Huber-is a bit more upbeat and a 
smidgen cornier (check the exotica 
chanting running through "An- 
nanas"). But Tosca is still cut from 
almost exactly the same cloth as 
Peace Orchestra: "Orozco" sends 
Cameo synth-bass slip-sliding 
through dub effects, "Ocean Beat" 
drapes a languorously propulsive 
groove over griot testifying, and 
"The Key" colors shimmering '60s 
organ vibes with delighted girly 
giggles. Apparently, Suzuki was 
written 'for listening in a bathrobe 
at the finest saunas," and that says 
a lot about how they do it at the 
K&D spa. Theirs Is data-age play- 
boy music— cleanly engineered 
swankadelia for any lazy sophisti- 
cate who fancies himself rolling 
like a rico suave, pat blashill 



CAT POWER 

The Covers Record 

(Matador) 



7 




SEX MOB 
Solid Sender 
(Knitting Factory) 



There's this great, brooding 
song I thought I'd never heard 
before on the new Cat Power cov- 
ers record. It's really slow, almost 
a dirge, and doesn't have a chorus 
or a riff, just some great lyrics about 
listening to the radio and being on 
a losing streak. Do you know it? It's 
called "(I Can't Get No) Satisfac- 
tion." Ah, rock repertory. How do 
you revive songs that have been 



branded into our heads? Chan 
Marshall's answer is to shrink from 
everything beer-stained by familiar- 
ity. If that means contemplating 
dark, still corners, at least all the 
light she brings will be her own. 

Playing solo guitar, piano, or 
autoharp (on a "Sea of Love" that's 
the straightest thing here), Marshall 
paints herself by other people's 
numbers; strips down a Velvets 
tune here, belabors a Moby Grape 
quickie there. Includes Michael 
Hurley and Smog obscurities, 
manages to be more somber than 
Nina Simone. The approach risks 
seeming hackneyed— like, say. Cow- 
boy Junkies. But the surgical artistry 
is adroit— compare Dylan's ingrati- 
ating "Kingsport Town" to Mar- 
shall's drone-strummed abyss. 
Still, his "Paths of Victory" beats 
hers because he isn't afraid to 
gloat, let alone giggle. 

Whereas Sex Mob wave their 
sticks in your face, jazzing up the 
classics: Nirvana, Abba, Stones, 
Dead, Elvis, James Brown. And 
Duke Ellington, who doesn't need 
it, though substituting violins for 
horns and burying the melody on 
"The Mooch" was shrewd. "Slide 
trumpet" exponent Steven Bern- 
stein and his squawk'n'roll New 
York City downtowners play sloppy 
like pros, with DJ scratches inter- 
secting brassy New Orleans poly- 
phony They're all the fun that jazz 
(and lately rock) has forgotten how 
to have. 

But do we really need a horn- 
happy "For What It's Worth"? Sex 
Mob can't help coming off a bit 
lightweight and in turn arch. Rock 
standards don't reduce to chord 
changes and melodies as easily as 
the pop standards that jazz artists 
formally upend. They have to be 
tackled conceptually (as Cat Power 
does), and not just lumped together 
as interchangeable jism. Of course, 
that's a conceptual approach, too. 
Nevermind, eric weisbaro 
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Sound Files by Douglas lUolk 

MIDI: Not Beaty, Big, or Bouncy 



If you've ever wondered how your 
microwave would sing "Ghost- 
busters" (and who hasn't?), just 
head on over to the "Big 80s " MIDI 
Archive'. Even in an age of high- 
(juality MP3s, the chintzy sounds of 
MIDI files resonate on the Web. 
They play on just about anything 
smarter than a Tupperware bowl 
and they're also very small — MIDI, 
or Musical Instrument Digital Inter- 
face, was created in the early '80s 
to help computers and musical 
iiistruments talk to each other, at a 



Fugazi's Guy Picciotto: waiting in the dentist's room. 



time when memory wasn't cheap. 
The trade-off is a sound not unlike 
the cheapest Casio keyboard in 
1982's grimmest Holiday Inn 
lounge. That, and the stupid synth 
tricks that approximate vocals. 

The Sound Files cadre had noth- 
ing better to do, so we decided to 
find the Web's most ridiculous MIDI 
file. Our first contender is Cradle of 
Filth's "Heaven Tom Asunder ' at 
Nakataknit's Rock MIDIs Page'. It's 
about as menacing as a grumpy 
Pokemon, but the dirty bass and 
shredding solos make it too legiti- 
mately heavy for our purposes. Defi- 
nitely not heavy; the Groovy Midi's' 
take on "Should I Stay or Should 
I Go, " which moves from an Atari 
soundtrack to a piano solo worthy of 
an Encyclopaedia Britarmica film. 



From the exhaustive All-MIDI 
Network*, we have Bone Thugs-N- 
Haimony's "Tha Crossroads," 
basically reduced to a lurching 
piano riff, scoring this MIDI file 
major "why did they bother?" 
points. Rap-metal fared better for 
overall silliness. "Nookie," minus 
Fred Durst's bellows, becomes an 
adorable, tootling twinkle — you can 
take that cookie and drink a glass 
of milk with it! 

The alarmingly faithful "Paranoid 
Android" at Alternative MIDI Ware- 
house\ along with the 
other Radiohead 
MIDIs at OKCom- 
putrS's Fitter Happier 
Web Page', failed in 
the crucial "missing 
the point" category. 
After all, Radiohead 
songs practically beg 
to be degraded by 
technology. Fortu- 
nately, Fitter Happier 
also has a wide selec- 
tion of Sleater- 
Kinney tunes— the 
late-night infomercial interpretation 
of "Start Together" is a particular 
highlight. 

But after careful consideration, 
our vrinner is the chipper rendition 
of Fugazi's "Waiting Room" at 
Attila's Punk MIDr, which really 
should be titled "Dentist's Waiting 
Room." Besides destroying Fugazi's 
musical aesthetic, it replaces Ian 
MacKaye's voice vnth a "trombone" 
setting. Punk's not dead — it's 
just bleeping. H 

'vmw.nationwicle.net/~gnl 

^www.nakataknit.oom/midi.htm 

^//ww.geocities.oom/~retrol979 

'www.all-midi.net 

'vnvw.geodties.oom/SiliconValley/ 

Bay/2814 

'S«ww.angel£ire.ooni/nii2/okconiputr3 
'www.ifni.com/attila 
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We're Not Speaking 
To Your Parents Now, 
Either. 



See? 





2 CDs • 24 Tracks 

featuring: 

Lo Fidelity All Stars feat. 
Pigeonhead 

Leftfield feat. 
Afrika Baambaata 

Moby 

Freddy Fresh feat. 
Fatboy Slim 

Esthero 

Hooverphonic 

Richie Hawtin 



i 

1 6 Tracks 
including: 
Fear Factory 
Coal Chamber 
Rammstein 
Puya 
Static-X 
Helmet 
Rollins Band 
Type O Negative 
Gravity Kills 



In Stores Now 



KTEL 



Available at: 




wv\/w.ktel.com 

O 2000 K-ttI iKKmatlonal (USAI. Inc. 



BestBuyicom 




REVIEWS 




BOSS HOG 
U/hiteOut 
(In the Red) 



light" clearly used to be entitled 
"Stereolab," and, speaking of fluff, 
"Get It While You Wait" is a pop- 
tart hit lusting for a Jennifer Love 
Hewitt vehicle, complete with do- 
do-dos and a Max Martin chorus. 
Maybe this 401{k) rock is the 
price of parenthood: Never mind 
the sleaze, here's a Boss Hog any 
mother could love, joe gross 



When Boss Hog first appeared 
in 1989, Cristina Martinez and hus- 
band Jon Spencer played make- 
out music for folks who could cal- 
culate 'scum-rock"'s parameters 
to three decimal places. Geeks 
learned the Hog formula quick: an 
inverse relationship between the 
amount of clothes Martinez wore on 
the album cover and the sonic sizzle 
therein. 1989's amazing Drinkin', 
Lechin'and Lyin 'and 1990's Cold 
Hands featured her in little more 
than a wry grin. Inside, the band 
made Love Amerindie-Style, nixing 
the self-conscious grumpiness of 
Spencer's Pussy Galore in favor 
of a howling, clawing backseat 
bang-bang. 

Yet, by 1995's self-titled debut 
for DGC, Martinez was a fully 
clothed Morticia Addams, and the 
band had toned down the roar for a 
Jon Spencer Blues Explosion 
smell-my-soul-finger shimmy. That 
was four years and one beautiful 
baby ago. But they say there's 
nothing like having a kid for one's 
sense of commitment, and while 
WhiteOut finds the slither twins 
cast out of Geffenland, they're still 
chasing that elusive brass ring- 
cover art not withstanding. 

On "Jaguar," Martinez sings 
"pull out the big guns, baby" like 
she's just realized how to interpret 
her pop dreams. Unlike the Blues 
Explosion's Acme, which was crip- 
pled by multiple producers, White- 
Out's many cooks— Jim "Feotus" 
Thirlwell, ex-Swan Roll Mosimann, 
and Cardigans producer Tore 
Johansson— create ingeniously 
slicked-up garage-pop. And the 
band now relies on former Goats 
keyboardist Mark Boyce for that old 
boogie riffery. The shiny "Stereo- 




LUKE VIBERT/BJ COLE 
Slop the Panic 
(Rstraluierks) 



Luke Vibert is a taste-leadin' 
electrotheorist also d/b/a Plug and 
Wagon Christ (under which he 
scored with 1998's drum'n'trippy 
Tally Ho!). BJ Cole is a tasty, pedal- 
steelin' File Under Country boy 
whose credits include T. Rex, Beck, 
a 1991 foray into classical-ambient, 
and, though the press kit doesn't 
mention them, Garth Brooks and 
Olivia Nevrton-John. Two great 
tastes that go great together? A 
new side of the barn for buckshot 
eclecticism? Or just another case 
of What Will They Think of Next? 

All of the above. Stop the Panic 
never gets ill— but it's the kind of 
lovely symptom that justifies the 
disease of casual collage. Starting 
between "aw shucks" and wink- 
wink, the record never settles into a 
lone tone or musical mode. Far 
from any dream of seamlessness, 
the two stars just sorta do their 
respective things. Vibert seems 
always about to fly off into laptop- 
iary labyrinths, while Cole threatens 
to go "Chattanooga Choo-Choo" 
at any moment. 

They can afford to ignore each 
other a bit, sharing an aesthetic: Like 
bluegrass, both devise a good-timey 
groove out of rigorous technique. 
When they tune each other in, Vibert 
mostly defers to his elder; there 




Jump Cuts 



VARIOUS ARTISTS 

le Years of Strictly Rhythm (strictly Rhythm) 



8 



Most dance labels come and go in 
the blink of a strobe light, but New 
York's Strictly Rhythm has managed 
an unprecedented longevity. 
Although Strictly's best known for 
its hometown's diva-driven post- 
disco, this two-disc survey sweetly 
segues between art-house and 
Euro-commerce. The Don's ele- 
gantly warped, astro -boogaloo 



swings alongside chart-cheese 
like Reel 2 Real's "I Like to Move 
It," and helium honeys like Ultra 
Nate and India flutter next to Josh 
Wink's breakbeat-techno dervish 
"Higher State of Consciousness." 
Mixed by Latin house king "Little 
Louie" Vega, the set's loving flow 
mirrors the orgasmocratic history 
it chronicles, david j. prince 



8 BOLD SOULS 

Last Option (ThrilUockeyl 



8 



Chicago may be full of Genesis 
fans masquerading as the step- 
children of Omette Coleman. But 
those Tortoise-shells have also 
embraced the influence of the city's 
35-year-old improv institution, the 
Association for the Advancement of 
Creative Musicians, many of whose 
graduates (Lester Bowie, R.I.R) 
remain virtually unknown. Reedist/ 
composer Ed Wilkerson certainly 



fits the bill, and his decade-and-a- 
half-old 8 Bold Souls is very much 
in the AACM lineage of placing tra- 
dition in a taffy pull— stretching its 
sweetness and gathering a few 
gnats, too. Imagine Henry Thread- 
gill leaving the ashram for an 
extended engagement at the 
5 Spot plus a David Mun'ay-esque 
talent for turning an octet into a 
gentle army d. strauss 



MR. DIBBS 

Turntable Scientifics (Four Ways to Rock) 



8 



Unearthing ossified beats and 
dead languages, Cincinnati 
turntablist Mr. Dibbs' classic 1995 
mix tape, Turntable Scientifics, was 
harder to find than Kool Keith's 
marbles. Four years later, the CD 
reissue still sounds like Robert 
Anton Wilson on the wheels of 
steel. Prizing eccentric production 



over the usual DJ scabies, Dibbs 
scribbles a jigsaw jig over a Robin 
Trower dnjm bash and beat- 
juggles Muddy Waters' "Mannish 
Boy" through a reverb gauntlet. 
The Alice in Wonderland sound 
bite says it all: "Nothing would be 
what it is because everything would 
be what It isn't" oave tompkins 



PAPAS FRITAS 

Buildings and Grounds (Mtnty Fresh) 



Pop has freed them, but the Boston 
trio's third batch of Bacharach/ 
Wilson/Buckingham approximations 
does lead one to question the extent 
of their emancipation. Despite the 
gorgeous fragility of the acoustic 
waltz "Giri" and the creepy-guy vs. 
gutsy-gal duet "Way 'Vbu Walk," 



frontman Tony Goddess is just too 
academic to mean it like he sings It 
Drummer Shivika Asthana's girf- 
group meditations are closer to the 
soul he seeks, but until Goddess 
finds a Hal David to flush out his 
sentiments, his kiss v^ll never feel 
like a hit laura sinagra 
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Saucony . 
The Original Running Shoe 
since 1898. 




One giant leap for mankind 
deserves another. 




LATTER DAYS 
' THE BEST OF LED ZEPPELIN VOLUME TWO 

With the release of this second volume of a two-disc collection, selected by 
)immy Page himself, you'll discover even more classic Zep hits to send you into orbit. 
I UHER DAYS features ■Kashmir" and "All My Love," 

I and it's enhanced with a never-before-seen video version of "Kashmir," 
making il the perfect traveling companion to 
EARLY DAYS: THE BEST OF LED ZEPPELIN VOLUME ONE 
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might be more here for jug fans than 
Plug fans. But the best breaks are 
when Luke goes for his, pushing the 
beat on "Cheng Phooey" and the 
everything on "Party Animal." Then 
they rise above incidental music for 
a forlorn disco circus, and tension 
shivers under the easygoing sounds 
and casually smart beats: breezy, 
cheesy, and uneasy all at once. 

JOSHUA CLOVER 




THE DUB FUNK ASSOCIATION 
Sounds of the Heauyuieighl 
(Tanlyl 




DOUG WIMBISH 
flippy Notes for Bass 
(Dn-U Sound) 




TWILIGHT CIRCUS 
DUB SOUND SYSTEM 
Oub Plates Uolume fuio (m) 

' Since that night in 1967 when 
selector Ruddy Redwood spun a 
vocal-less acetate In a Kingston 
dance hall and the midnight ravers 
demanded "Rewind!" dub scien- 
tists have been perfecting the art 
of 21st-century soul sonics. But 
while King Tubby's progeny— from 
hip-hop to house, dance hall to 
drum'n'bass— have gone forth to 
mutate pop's subconscious, mother 



riddim remains in the margins. In 
an age when lazy loop-to-loopers 
(see Thievery Corporation) reduce 
dub to decelerated drum'n'bass 
and speedless garage, these three 
new school alchemists still dream 
of bringing the wayward flock back 
to the fold. 

London's Dub Funk Associa- 
tion—a collective led by Kelvin 
Richard that also includes Disci- 
ples' mixmaster Richard Bell- 
Brown and Brit-hopper Part 2— dis- 
play the blood-sport ambition of the 
warring JA sound systems of yore. 
No stoned pilots, they open their 
fifth album sandblasting the "trip- 
hop" tag by focusing on precision 
(not haze) and breaks (not drifts). 
Drum grenades frag the folds of 
"Enter the Chuzzler" and "Dub in 
the Arena," while the journey from 
the trad-and-true "A Family Affair" 
to the Afro-futuristic "Dance a 
Yard" is like watching the roots 
groove grow endless branches. 

Veteran of the Sugar Hill house 
band and Living Colour, bassist 
Doug Wimbish has a vision that 
feels more retro, even rockist: one 
world, one love. On his debut's 
opening trilogy— "Quasimodo," 
"Perplex," and "Bedwood"— an in- 
fant's cry is answered by empa- 
thetic, weeping four-string chords. 
Wimbish is a frontman who never 
fronts, submerging ego in the mix. 
No center holds: Talvin Singh's 
tablas. Will Calhoun's African clay 
drums, and eerie bush-ghost bab- 
ble get pushed beyond their 
natural limits. 

If only innovators like Wimbish 
could shake the cultural prejudice 
that insists Tubby, Perry, and Hud- 
son must tower over '90s sound- 
boys. Enter Ryan Moore, the Leg- 
endary Pink Dots escapee behind 
Twilight Circus, who wrestles with 
history's titans and leaves the 
ring commanding 'nuff respect. In 
his kaleidoscope world a feather 
weighs a ton, colors cut corners, 
and time eats itself. Dub Plates Vol- 
ume Two— a vinyl-only collection 
of rare acetates that doubles as 
a greatest-versions set— should be 
a landmark in post-hip-hop sonic 
engineering. "Filter 13 (Ultra Dub)" 
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JukeboK Culture by Joshua Clouer 

The hard-knock loues of Schtti Pohtti 




Deconstructing pop: Green Gartside. 

Suppose you're a real Welsh guy with a fake Italian 
band name and a French-titled concept album about 
America — from Pacific Palisades to the West Side 
Highway, Tinseltown to the Boogiedown. And sup- 
pose it's your first record in ten-yeats-plus, juiced up 
with all this double-zero digital shit and guest 
rappers, etc.. in what seems like a terrifying bid for 
relevance. (Like relevance was ever relevant.) But 
every time the noise clears a space for your voice, 
you drop melodies like injection honey so sweet it 
feels for a second like we're all goima live forever... 
well then, you are Green Gartside of Scritti Politti, 
back from nowhere with Anomie & Bonhomie, and 
you might seem like some kind of visionary. You 
might even forget that the world doesn't have a 
whole lotta space for genius musical theoreticians 
working teenybopper tuif — never has — and that 
time is not on your side. 

Consider George Michael '87: brilliantly intricate 
compositional machine disguised as boy-toy; the 
future's so bright he can't imagine he's on the road 
to nowhere. Which is where he ends up, exiled from 
Poptopia for demanding treatment as an actual 
artist, dropped into the ditch for sexing wrong, and 
finally left with no options beyond croonmg a 
morose album of Songs From the Last Century into 
the cracked rearview. 

Or Steely Dan '72, reeling embarrassedly from 
freshman Top 40 mastery to spend a decade turning 
into the world's tastiest firtional fusion combo, until 
ceasing to exist as anything but rumor and accci- 
dent. No surprise that the halfheartedly high mom- 



ents of their cynical return, Two Against Nature, 
concern biddies they coulda bedded way back when, 
chances blown, and how there's no way to get back 
and do it again. 

The Scritti backstory looks like a tragic marriage 
of these two dead ends: punk-schooled fan of radi- 
cal philosopher Jaccfues Derrida (favorite book: Of 
Spirit), with a breathy countertenor to make a 
Backstreet Boy blush, goes blind in pursuit of blue- 
eyed pop. After smashing up the charts with 1985's 
"Perfect Way," the crash: "Suddenly there was no 
ironic distance, " he told me recently, describing 
"that moment on American Bandstand when Dick 
asks you a question to which there is only an 
answer of unfathomable banality. And then the 
game's up and the little voice says, 'What the fuck 
are you doing?" 

So, after hazarding a somewhat ignoble follow- 
up, Gartside disappears into Wales' remote Usk 
Valley with some pals and some pints and a decade 
passes. But he never renounces the transcendence 
coded into pure pop: "For ears that are there to 
hear, there is a possibility of an unsettling beauty. 
At school I just bought the shit and liked it, but 
there's no doubt in my mind that the music of the 
Beatles and Bowrie prepared me for every subse- 
quent adventure, intellectually, politically, aes- 
thetically, structurally." 

Anomie & Bonhomie is such an adventure, built 
of ongoing collaborations with Mos Def, Lee Majors, 
and Meshell Ndegeocello and with a first single 
"about work/leisure/death in America." Yet for all 
the participants' polit-crit firepower, the record rolls 
elertromantic to the bone. It's just that when 
Gartside writes about lovers it's not Sid and Nancy 
or Jack and Diane but doomed medieval fornicators 
Heloise and Abelard. And the record names its poi- 
sons without flinch or chagrin. Within the bumping 
synthcore of "Die Alone." he concedes. "Candy and 
Sublime are friends of mine. " 

True, that. But perhaps what sepeuates the 
record most from the teen-style sugarpop machine 
is the past that didn't work out — that's always 
there, always slipping away — from the rolling 
pop-funk of "The World You Understand (Is Over + 
Over + Over) to the haunted finale, "Brushed With 
Oil, Dusted With Powder," in which the singer 
keeps getting interrogated, "How did it start?" 
and keeps coming back, "Oh shit, you. I wish 
I knew." H 
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A tripindicular 
ass-shaker of 
electro 
syntti-pap, 
made to rock 
your mind. 

Featuring the tracks 
"tHey You] What's That 
Sound?. ""Jacques Your 
Body," and "Sametimes" 
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is as explosive as Krust as sophis- 
ticated as Philip "Fatis" Burrell, 
and as riveting as DJ Premier. 
"Dance Plate," a tribute to Black 
Uhuru's 1981 depth probe "Guess 
Who's Coming to Dinner," splits 
the riddim and boggles your ear 
cavity. Follow the bass or follow the 
drum: Mama's calling you home. 

JEFF CHANG 




APOLLO FOUR FORTY 
Gettln'High on VourOwn Supply 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Brassic Beats USB 
ISklnt/Sony) 



Now that Fatboy Slim has finally 
struck U.S. platinum, techno snobs 
wanna beat on Big Beat. But even 
as Norman Cook's clones pile up 
on pop's on-ramp, Liverpool's 
Apollo Four Forty and the folks at 
Big Beat bastion Skint still believe 
in nailing that elusive dance-rock 
ideal— even if they have to squash 
a few thumbs in the process. 

No Fatboy-come-latelies, Apollo 
cutely covered Blue Oyster Cult's 
"(Don't Fear) The Reaper' back 
on their 1995 debut, Millennium 
Fever, and sampled Van Halen's 
"Ain't Talkin' 'Bout Love" to sur- 
prisingly funky ends on 1997's 
Electro Glide in Blue. Apollo's 
many Brit hits haven't translated 
here, but they may finally blow up 
with their third album's lead 
single, "Stop the Rock," a Chuck 
Berry knockoff festooned with 



Vocoder vox and Beach Boys- 
ish backing that'd sound just 
spiffy sandwiched between Ricky 
Martin and Smash Mouth on Top 
40 radio. 

Too bad the rest of Gettin ' High 
on Your Own Supply tastes like 
stale candy corn. Forgoing their 
debut's lyric-driven song structure 
and Electro Glide's elegant 
quieter moments, Apollo hammer 
out rehashed metal riffs ("Cold 
Rock the Mic," "Blackbeat," "Yo! 
Future"), '60s garage grind 
("Crazee Horse"), and boorish 
Beastie bites ("Stadium Parking 
Lot"). Nimble drum'n'bass moves 
and prog-dub atmospherics on 
"For Forty Days" and "The Ma- 
chine in the Ghost" only serve to 
make the tune-deficient stuff 
come off more offensive. 

Most of the acts on the latest 
installment of Skint's Brassic 
Beats series can't boast Apollo's 
muscle, but their groove ingenuity 
and good-natured gimmickry is 
like punk to Apollo's AOR rock. 
Younger acts Sparky Lightbourne, 
Space Raiders, and Midfield Gen- 
eral (a.k.a. Skint honcho Damian 
Harris) follow the lead of star con- 
tributors Fatboy ("Sho Nuff") and 
the Lo Fidelity Allstars ("Puppy 
Phat Number One"), augmenting 
disco breaks with sampled car- 
toon kitsch. Others transcend 
Skint's one-idea-per-song aes- 
thetic. Indian Ropeman's sitar- 
soaked "66 Meters" merges Hindi 
warbling and hip-hop beats; 
Cut La Roc's "Fallen" drenches 
hot Irish dream-poppers Snow 
Patrol in waves of hypnotic 
buzzing; and Electrelane's Farfisa- 
fed funkster, "Film Music" forgoes 
digital instrumentation altogether. 
Proof that there's more to recom- 
binant rockism than sentimental 
sound bites and cock-rockin' 

beats. BARRY WALTERS 



Rack Jobbing by WMI Hermes 
Subcultural surueying for subgenre scauengers 



FILE UNDER: RAGING AGAINST THE MACHINE 




Noam Chomsky Free t^arket Fantasies: Capitalism in the 
RealWoriiHAK Press/ Alternative Tentacles); Angela OauiS ne 
Prison Industrial CompleH(M<. Press/ Alternative Tentacles) 

Do Zack de la Rocha's rhymes make you suspect there's 
more to these "boom times" than meets the media eye? Two 
testimonies from AK Press (name-checked in the liner notes of 
The Battle of Los Angeles) should spur cognitive dissonance. 
Chomsky's lecture is from 1996, but little has changed: corpo- 
rate subsidies grow, the trade-agreement shell games acceler- 
ate, the post-cold-war Pentagon remains undiminished, and 
the prison system explodes while social spending shrivels. 
Former Black Panther and current UC professor Angela Davis 
calls out the latter dichotomy like a veteran sports announcer, 
explaining why— for the Y2K American economy— there's no 
biz like jail biz. And you wonder what's up with Mumia? 



FILE UNDER: LATIN CHAMBER-FOLK 




Susana Baca Fco de Sombras-Fcho of Shadows (Uiaki 
Bop); Ulrglnia Rodrlgues Md$(Natasha/Hannibal) 

Each of these sophomore sessions is more manicured than 
the debut it follows, which may scare off the ethnomusicolo- 
gists. But these voices— from Peru and Brazil, respectively— 
transcend the pampering. Baca (an ethnomusicologist herself) 
keeps her miraculous ensemble and gets accessorized by 
pop-jazz stylist Craig Street, who wisely gives her close-miked 
vowels plenty of room. The mix of new-world strings and old- 
school percussion is more ornate on N6s, which again fea- 
tures "artistic direction" from original art-folkie Caetano Veloso 
and again raises the question; How much beauty is too much? 
No answers here. 



FILE UNDER: INDIE ROCKTRONICA 



Internal/EKternal Featuring... (K) 

Meet Paul Schuster, another Olympia, Washington, rep of the 
international pop underground choosing candy-colored iMacs 
over bumper-stickered Epiphone guitars to reinvent punk. _ 
After playing Kathleen Hanna's electro-guru for her Julie Ruin 
project, he sent beat valentines to everyone in the family and 
made them testify. So Sleater-Kinney's Carrie Brownstein 
plays with a bit of Donovan's "Season of the Witch" on "The 
Skin," Hanna waxes riot grrri nostalgic on "Stepping Up to the 
Mic," and recent cameo queen/Sp/n contrib Lois Maffeo steps 
to Mariah on the Mattelligent R&B of "Hope." A nice coda to 
Heather Rose Dominic's inspirational label documentary, The 
Shield Around the K. Keep it real, kids, h 



Infobahn: www.akpress.org; wvw.tuakabop.com; 
www.rykodisc.com: www.kpunk.com 
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the roGklords 

Mike McCready - Lead Guitar 
Chris Friel - Drums 
Danny Newcomb - Guitar 
Rick Friei - Bass 
Carrie Akre - Vocals 

Featuring members of Pearl Jam and Goodness, The Rockfords' self titled debut 
album features "Silver Lining," (also Included on the soundtrack "Down To You"), 
and "Riverwide," with Heart's Nancy Wilson on vocals. 

PnxJXHl. A/ranged, and Mued by John Goodmanson 

foe Rtt us C)t 1 tfi m msAUtTbwUI'& rwlTJdMifikc^SwiHtwEntMtJiiiiMnnnc/OTSIOVniHcMEnlHlhnncnlhK 
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AMERICAN EAGLE 

OUTFITTERS 
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Do what you want. Wear what you want. Live your life. 
American Eagle Outfitters (AE) is your source for casual, 
cool clothes lor men and women. Call (888) AEAGLE.5 or 
Shop in Your Underwear™ at www.ae.com for everything 
you need to do, see, hear, read, and BUY. 

A/X Armani Exchange redefines the basics. . .Armani style. 
Redefine it yourself at a retail location near you. For store 
locations check out www.armaniexchange.com. 

The Spring 2000 Ben Sherman collection is available at: 
Bloomingdale's, Nordstrom, K Bond (Los Angeles), It's the 
Ritz (Birmingham, Ml), Jasmine Co. (Boston, t\^A), JMR 
Chalk Garden (Salt Lake City, UT), E Street Denim 
(Highland Park, IL), U S, Ivlale (Memphis, Tl^), Urban 
Outfitters (select stares). Wear To Go (Tulsa, OK). For 
store locator log on to bshermanny@aol.com. 



Bloomingdale's has become the destination lor most of 
the hippest new men's sportswear collections - 
blQDfnlnQOQlG'S Akademlks, Triple Five Soul, Phat Farm, Girbaud, Sean 
John, Diesel and more. Check it out in-store or online at 
bloomingdales.com. 
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Visit the CKJ Network on mtv.com and connect with the 
new faces of cK Calvin Klein Jeans. Catch videos, music 
tracks, interviews and more, ckjnetwork.mtv.com 

To find the diamond engagement ring of her dreams visit 
www.adiamondisforever.com 

Diesel collections effectively precede trends and do not 
respond to them, while at the same time the emphasis on 
duality is never compromised. Available at Nordstrom, 
Bloomingdale's, Urban Outfitters, Atrium (NYC), and 
Politix (LA). Log on to www.diesel.com or call 
(212) 755-9200. 

Get Together with the two fragrances from 
Emporio Armani. Both sensual and dynamic, 
Emporio Armani for him is inspired by contemporary 
masculinity and Emporio Armani for her is a liquid inter- 
pretation of modern femininity. Collection from $15-$52.50 
Available at Macy's Nationwide. Call Macy's (East) 
(800) 456-2297 and Macy's (West) (800) 622-9748, 

Enyce and Lady Enyce combine athletic, casual, denim, 
and sportswear creating functional unique fashions for 
both men and women. (800) 483-6923 

Lugz offers a complete line of boots, athletics, and 
casual shoes for men. Available nationwide at leading atti- 
letic and specialty stores. Check out the Lugz 
collection at Journey's, Finishline and East Bay or 
for a store near you call (212) 691-4700 and check 
out our website at www iugz.com. 
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POSTER CHILDREN 

ODD 

(Spin Rrt) 




SALARYMAN 

KaroshI 

(12 Incri/Parasol) 



Indie rock in tlie '90s was kind 
of like the Japanese economy in 
the '80s— botti developed grand 
bubbles, attracted unwary investors, 
and had their deficits papered over 
by their peers. Illinois' Poster Chil- 
dren were a case in point. Signed 
to Sire during the post-grunge cor- 
porate panic, the punky power 
poppers could not possibly muster 
the sales that give bean-counters 
a good night's sleep, and they've 
since Frank Black-ed back to a 
more understanding indie label that 
was itself once burned by a multi- 
national. Of course, their passion- 
ate, if diminutive, fandom wouldn't 
have it any other way. 

ODD is an energetic look at life- 
time employment in a young per- 
son's game, coloring bemusement 
and revulsion with 6a- 6a verses 
and who-glves-a-damn choruses. 
"Do you remember 1980 / And do 
you remember our friend what's- 
his-name?" Rick Valentin sings in 
"Daisy Changed" (a play on the 
band's 1991 high point, Daisy 
Chain Reaction), fully aware that a 
college coed at a Poster Children 
show today was probably 6orn 
in 1980. But their enthusiastic 
Champaign-Urbana rave-ups cut 
across the age divide— by the time 
they're singing "I don't give a shit 



about rock'n'roll," you might be 
finding a belief you almost forgot 
you still had. 

Poster Children's instrumental- 
synthpop alter ego, Salaryman, call 
their new record Karoshi, which 
means death from overwork. But 
calling it Kereitsu, after the Japan- 
ese practice of like businesses 
holding shares of one another's 
assets, might have been more 
appropriate. Initially formed as a 
one-off backing band for Tsu- 
nami's Jenny Toomey, Salaryman 
have built a European market-base 
on the Continental success of 
American snoozers like Tortoise. 
Live, they're tons of fun; on disc, 
their middling electronica oscillates 
between delightful and, well, they 
say it best: "Dull Normal." Salary- 
man's Neul drones, choo-choo 
drums, and fuzzy bass lines are 
amusing enough, but when they go 
for that half-lit, ominous ambience, 
the results aren't so much dark and 
textural as just plain irritating. DDD 
has enough high points to excuse 
its somewhat limp finish. Karoshi 
doesn't-don't they know that 
stabilizing output is the only way out 
of a recession? Andrew beaujon 




VARIOUS ARTISTS 

Ht Home With lite GroouebOH 

(Grand Royal) 

' The Roland company may bill It 
as a "band in a box," but its 
Groovebox is, in fact, the synthe- 
sizer's synthesizer— an electronic 
workstation that can emulate the 
303, 808. and 909 bass and drum 
machines that have been dance 
music's holy trinity since the dawn 
of Bleep. The producers of At 
Home shipped it off to a few hipster 
heavies (Beck, Pavement, Cibo 



Cl} aterlal 



Matto— you know the drill) and '60s 
synthesizer pioneers (Jean Jacques 
Perrey, Dick Hyman, etc.) to see 
how they'd work it. As you might 
expect, the best stuff comes from 
artists who program the machine 
with their own personalities. 

Air could conjure plush, breathy 
beauty with a chainsaw and a 
whoopee cushion, so their velvety 
'Planet Vega" is no surprise. Sonic 
Youth, God bless 'em, are more 
adventurous, forgoing beats and 
burbles for two minutes of arrhyth- 
mic crackles and tweets-a nice 
contrarian gesture, if not much of 
a song. And Pavement's "Robyn 
Turns 26" is a jokey little slacker 
rap with a tweaked Serge Gains- 
bourg vibe and rhymes like Irusta- 
farians" / "Sega or Atarians." 

Sadly, many contributors crawl 
into the box and putter themselves to 
sleep. Bis' Vocoder-enhanced "Oh 
My" is little more than faux-Yello. 
Perrey's "Groovy Leprechauns" 
sounds like something you might 
find on the Breakin ' 37: Karaoke 
Boogaloo soundtrack. And Cibo 
Matto and Beck appear to have 
spent about 15 minutes apiece on 
their cuts, demonstrating that the 
best thing about the classic Rolands 
is also the worst: They make it way 
too easy to be lazy, oouclas wolk 




VARIOUS ARTISTS 

Discotheque 78-76 
ISyllphane/Melodle) 



Inauspicious though it may seem, 
some of the 20th century's smok- 
ingest grooves were born in the tiny 
West African nation of Guinea dur- 
ing the late '60s and early '70s, under 
the iron hand of president Sekou 
Toure. A music-loving Marxist- 
nationalist, Toure subsidized festi- 
vals in which traditional groups and 
modern, Latin-tweaked "dance 
bands" vied for precious National 



Orchestra status. The winners' bene- 
fits included a monthly paycheck, 
access to instruments, recording 
time in the Voix de la Revolution stu- 
dios, and releases on the state- 
owned record company, Syliphone. 

A major label indeed (with a hey- 
day no less spectacular than the 
Amha recordings of last year's 
Ethiopiques series), Syliphone's 
sweetest sides— fusing Cuban, 
African, and acid-rock influences- 
were collected on seven (recently 
reissued) Discotheque albums 
released between 1970 and 1976. 
The Cuban rumba and son that 
coursed through postcolonial West 
African pop dominate the first few 
volumes, as bands like Bembeya Jazz 
National and Kelitegui et Ses Tam- 
bourinis ingeniously apply strange, 
loose twists to imported rhythms that 
were essentially African in origin. But 
by Discotheque 76, ttxjse same musi- 
cians are sewing up their own weird 
new bag, a highlife-driven guitar par- 
adise and funk-soul rumble that pre- 
figured Fela's Afrobeat and stayed 
strong until Afropop began drifting 
toward Paris in the '80s. 

There's not a single cut among 
these 58 (untranslated) songs about 
work, love, and revolutionary happi- 
ness (performed by some 1 7 bands) 
that doesn't contain at least one mouth- 
watering moment. Despite the nearly 
ubiquitous horn sections, which at 
times can sputter and fizz, the rough- 
hewn essence of Guinean pop lies 
in its spacious melodies, spiraling 
grooves, and ray-gun guitars. Start 
with Discotheque 72, which rejoices 
in the elegantly languid distortions 
and raging Afnxlelia of Pivi et les Bal- 
adins and three duets by Les Freres 
Diabate, who blissfully translate tra- 
ditional Guinean stringed instru- 
ments into acoustic guitars. Indeed, 
if a single star looms over the series, 
it's Sekou "Diamond Fingers" Dia- 
bate, who, both as lead guitarist with 
Bembeya Jazz National and as one 
of the aforementioned Diabate 
brothers, does something dazzling 
on each of his 16 tracks. He's a time- 
twisting guitar hero with one foot in 
the past and the other in Guinea's 
uncertain future, playing his heart out 
in God's own disco, richard gehr 
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JEANS 



Naulica Jeans are available at Macy's. Rich's, Burdines, 
Bloomingdale's and The Bon March6. Log onto 
www.Nauticajeans.com. 

Op is the original active California lifestyle brand. It's a 
spirit that captures the essence of the beach and the 
attitude ot the challenge. Op 100% Original. 
www.oceanpacilic.com 

Check out the latest in Spring 2000 On the Brink Styles 
at Bozcov's - knit and woven tops, jeans and shorts for 
young men. Call (212) 629-3883 for more inlormation or 
email us at mobile8otb@aol.com. 

Rooted in the surf, skate and snowboard youth 
culture, PacSun stores offer an exclusive selection 
ol merchandise for young men and women. W/ith more 
than 400 stores and a broad selection otiered on the 
internet, PacSun stays true to the lifestyle that inspired 
us. For the PacSun locations call (888) 4PACSUN ext. 
66. or visit us on our website at vmw.pacsun.com. We'd 
love to hear from you! 

Quiksilver's roots are found in its logo: a cresting wave 
and snow capped mountain. Our influence over board- 
sports from surfing to snowboarding and everything in 
between will be felt into the 21st century Stop by a 
Quiksilver Boardriders Club near you or check out our 
newly re-launched website at quicksilver.com. 

Skechers USA. Skechers Sport, and Skechers Collection. 
Cool l\^en's shoes. Available at most department stores 
and specialty athletic shoe stores nationwide or log on to 
www.skechers.com. 

Experience Tattoo Footwear's permanent attitude at the 
following retailers: Footloose (CT & NY), Villains (CA), 
Panache (WA). Bertini (CA), Make Ten (NY). Log on to 
www.tattoome.com. 

The Timberland Company headquartered in Stratham, 
NH, designs, engineers, markets, distributes and sells 
premium-quality lootwear. apparel and accessories for 
men. women and children. Available al ti/lacy's, Hecht's, 
Dillard's, Parisian, The Bon Marche. For more informa- 
tion call (877) 423-5433 or log on to timberland.com. 

Check out Unreleased Cuts on tommycom to hear MP3's 
of hot new unsigned artists. Cast your vote and stay 
tuned to the Tommy Jeans nationwide search. 
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WHERE TO BUY 



Liverite Ihe Ultimale Liver Aid - the all natural detoxifier 
against alcofiol, medicalions and toxins. Essential to 
prevent a tiangover and eliminate sluggishness. For 
more information call (888) 425-5483 or log on to 
www.liveriteproducts.com. 



Plastic; The ultimate electronic/dance compilation. 
Series features BT, Moby, Sasha, and others. Artists! 
Merchandise! Downloads! And more at 
www.plastic.nettwerlc.com 



Platform. Network is where all the essentials of glotMl 
urban culture come together. Structured as a cross-pro- 
motional "collective", Platform.Networl( is headquarters 
for over 40 trendmaking retail and magazine brands, 
working to create a full-service community lor a large 
and last-growing worldwide audience of 14-29 year-olds 
interested in hip-hop and DJ music, skateboarding, 
snowboarding. gaming, graft scenes, street-style and 
urban gear, www.piatform.net 



"BOUND FOR GLORY" 

PAGE 190 Versace perforated leather 
lop, $1,509, at Versace boutiques 
nationwide. 

PAGE 191 Benjamm Cho leather 
bikini, by special order, for informa- 
tion, call 212-334-9493. Rat Simorjs 
leather jacket, from a selection, at 
Barneys, New York City. 

PAGE 192 Rulfo Research leather 
jacket, $1,500, and pants, $1,275, at 
Barneys, New York City; Theodore, 
Los Angeles; Jeffrey, New York City. 
ORFI T-shirt and necklace, from a 
selection, at Hotel of the Rising Star, 
New York City. Nike Dunk High 
sneakers, $95, at sports specialty 
stores nationwide. 

PAGE 193 Tom Ford for Gucci leather 



jumpsuit, $4,460, at Gucci, New 
York City, or call 800-234-8224. 

PAGE 1 94 Tom Ford for Gucci leather 
jacket, $2,240, pants, $1,490, and 
bar earring with diamond, trow a 
selection, at select Gucci stores 
nationwide; select Saks Fifth Avenue 
and Neiman Marcus stores 
nationwide; Maxfield, Los Angeles. 
Sow tie, from a selection, at the 
Leather Man, New York City; for 
information, call 212-243-5339. 

PAGE 1 95 Vivienne Westwood Man 
leather pants, $1,400, and boots, 
$350, at Vivienne Westwood, New 
York City, or call 877-677-5200. 
Suspenders and cummerbund, 
from a selection, at the Leather 
Man, New York City; for information, 
call 212-243-5339, 



Spilt (ISSN 0886 30321. VoJume 16. Number 4 CopyrigW : 2000 bj Vibe/Spin VerrtufBs. LLC AJI r.ghts reserved PubWwJ 
momhlyin Ihe Untied SlaMs by Vibe/Span Vemuree. 206 Leongion Ave . New York. NY 10016 Subecriplton InqytrWeSend new 
or renewkl notices or change ol address (send bath aid and new addresses) to Spin. PO Soi &163S. Boulder, CO 80322.1635 
Allow ail to sigM we«ks ten change d address. Subscription problems Call 800 274. 7597 SubflcripUOfl coals u 8 and ■» 
ptmmmom. on*-i*v basic rale. S1 1 95: two years. S24 00 CarwJa one year, $24 00 (U S ) Fo«eign: one year. S50 00 (U S.) 
Penodical postage paid at New Yor)(. NY. and al addrtional mailing olfices Postmaster Send address changes (o Spti. PO Box 
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copiea: S2 99 m U S and AFO, S3.B9 m Canada. £2.26 in U.K. 
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VODKA 
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SKYY VODKA is quadruple distilled and triple filtered (or 
ultimate smoothness. Visit www.slcyy.com for movieSi 
music, inventions and cocktails. 



The The's latest CD "Naked Self" marks the return of Matt 
Johnson with a beautiful and vital work untouched by 
fads or fake emotion. The The have spent two decades 
releasing innovative records that have spanned every 
style from punk to industrial to mutated country and 
blues www.ttietti8.com 



For more information on Titus Software and our game 
titles, visit us at www.titusgames.com 



Visit isthistoyota.com and find out for yourself. 



Go to www.virginrecords.com to get the latest news 
on The Smashing Pumpkins. D Angelo, Gomez, Ben 
Harper. Kelis. David Bowie, Lenny Kravitz and MORE! 



SPINback issues 




Tl-E YEAR IN_MUSIC 

n™ '33 






SPIN 
1^ 



VISIT OUR ADVERTISERS' WEBSITES FOR MORE INFORMATION 



To order bacic issues of SPIN send issue date or cover description and 
$7 per copy (check or money order made out to ISI-SPIN) to: ISI, 30 
Montgomery St., Jersey City, NJ 07302 Att: Back Issues. Or call 1-800- 
544-6748. Allow four to six weeks for delivery. 



Cl,: 






UVE PROVIDE THE MUSIC. 
^YOU PROVIDE THE AIR GUITAR. 

SPIN COLLEGE RADIO 



SIGN UP FOR SPIN COLLEGE RADIO 

If your college would like to become an affiliate, write 
Dan O'Conor at SPIN College Radio, 205 Lexington Ave, 3rd 
floor, NY, NY, 10016 or e-mail collegeradio@spinmag.com. 

LISTEN TO SPIN COLLEGE RADIO 

a weekly fialf-hour show produced by SPIN. Shows feature 
rare recordings, new music (including record release debuts), 
exclusive interviews and music news. 1999 SPIN College 
Radio included 270 bands from over 200 labels 



;T.rjiTii!HiBaB«iiirii.miriTHiir«iiiini 
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THE 5TH AIR GUITAR WORLD CHAMPIONSHIPS IN OULU, FINUND. AUGUST 25TH, 2000 MORE INFO WWW OMVFNET 
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APRIL 2000 



AUDIO EQUIPMENT 



FREE Stereo Catalog 

Gear up with stereo stuff from CRUTCHFIELD! 
You'll love the selection - over 700 products - 
home audio, car stereo, portables, video, home 
theater & more - from virtually all the top 
brands. Great personal service, fast shipping & 
lifetime technical support 
Ca I-U8-Z91-2SI7 for your FREE catalot or do it 
onHn* at: www.crutchfidd.coin 

CRUTCHFIELD 



BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS 



"THE ANARCHIST COOKBOOK' 

Available again! $25 postpaid. 
Barricade Books. P.O. Box 1 401 -B 
Secaucus, NJ 07096 



DJ EQUIPMENT 



FREE DJ & 
PRO AUDIO 
CATALOG 

More DJs 



QPROSOUNQ \&Clubs 



Annual 
10 issue! 



BBSS' J 



Depend 
On This 
Catalog 
Than Any 
=S5B- Other! 

[Call For 
Your Free 
\CopY 
, Today! 

www.p8sl.com 



#1 Choice of DJs Since 1976! 



1 -888-308-9400 

OuUidc of USA (714) 891-5914 

1 1070 Valley View St., Cypress, CA 906^0 

□ PRO SOUND 
AND STAGE LIGHTING- 



EDUCATION 




27(fc' 

SfMD $2.00 FM CnUOG '» ' 
USnM;ir27taiUinV»SEMtCHPtKB0( >' ' 

CALL TOLL FREE 800-351-0222 

RESEARCH ASSISUNa Soiq ib lahm 

It^TOWMhillftollBM CrivwCilf.CAMCaO (mmmifliKI IHf 



FINANCIAL OPPORTUNITIES 



EARN BIG MONEY 
Owning your own internet or 900t business 
CALL 1-888-883-9854 
www.satumcommunications.com 



FUN STUFF 




GROW LIGHTS • HYDROPONICS 'ORGANICS 
Online Indoor/Outdoor Garden Supplies 
www.homeharvest.com 



tOOLCflNDLES! 



:ND $2.00 FOR CATALOG XOiZ 
COOL CANDLES INC, 
RO. BOX 31015 
CHICAGO IL. 60631 



www.katoya.com 

Smoking Accessories, Abstract Artwork 
Hemp Products, Gifts 



lUorld's Smallest Guitar Chord Dictionary! 




|0KN9tBriUa..llMttlwtkteinwi»iiirtin 
1 Ur*bll ( null In: C«lw Imaf (ag Gn^ia 
1 P.O. ta 433M, UMief HontcBti KJ 17043 
1 (U mMaiilt iM 6\ »<P^ v 
lut«tn.)tKly«a £.-VL? 
1 niint and iMntt. '^t^^^ 
1SMdt3«pertaal»lM 
' SI n lor puligt Mi 
htfldlint (loUl tS 91) 







INSTRUCTION 



" Full Sail Is a place where a person 
with dreams of working in this 
industry can find a way to get in. I 
know first-hand, because I hired 

/ Derrick, a graduate, thanks to Full 
Sail. " -Stevie Wonder 



HELP WANTED 



EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAYI 

Assemble Products At Home. 

Call Toll Free 
1-800-467-5566 EXT. 2566 



HEALTH 



DORMIR THE RESTFUL SOLUTION 
Improve vitality and hormone release 
GHB alternative. 32 fluid oz. only $59.99 
order at www.PfoNut.com / 1 -B77-9PR0NUT 



PENIS-ENLARGEMEHTnet FDA Approved vacuum 

pumpsorsurgical. Gain1-3", Permanent, Safe. Enhance 
erection. FREE Brochures. Dr Joel Kaplan (31 2|409-5557 
Utestenlan)ementinto:1-900-976-PUMP(t2,9S/min) 




1 EA R Nthe ART of RECORDING 


1^81 


•TtttfJrfmifntcr ivri • AnarttfiM IMMm 
•■Snrftohcdiiy -On-C«ivMHaH«| 
•}MairfiTn(mD( • ft* nKnoi AbM, 

RECORDING WORKSHOP 

Cat! Today for a Free Brochure 

8(X>-84S-99fK) ur 740-6<)_V254-l 
www. recording workshop.com 

4^V.'iM^»»lev.lleRJLTllll«colheOH4^«>0l j 



I earn Afjdlo Recording 



■ 22 week Master 
Recording Program 

• Financial Aid to 
Quaimed Students 

• Our Graduates are 
In demand 



• Multi-Studio Facility 

• internships 

• Hands-on Training 

• Affordable Tuition 

• Small Classes 



SL • Neotek • A 
tari • Studer • Neumann 



800-562-6383 

Conservatory of 
Recording Arts & Sciences 

2300 East Broadway Rd. • TempD, AZ 85282 



SP 
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HEALTH 




RIM-E XXX AMABOLK COMPOUND 



STEROIDS 

SAFE STEROID REPLACEMENT WITH ABSOLUTELY NO SIDE EFFECTS! 
No Prescription Needed - Anything Stronger Would Be Illegal!! 

TRIPLE XXX ANABOLIC COMPOUND 

Triple xxx increases testosterone levels 3 ways! Testosterone is the 
most powerful Anabolic muscle producing hormone found in the body! 

EACH TniPLE XXX ANABOLIC COMPOUND TABLET CONTAINS: 

50 MG ANDROSTENEOIONE - ,1 ; r .0 01337% 

A Mrostenedione is 'lie Hue Easl Geiman secrel-IT HELPED THE GREAT HOMERUN RECORD! 
5 MG DIHYOROXYFLOVONE - Ne.vesl hi-lech Anabolic blocks your body from convertrng 

TeviTyi." • .!j ii ;. ll■^ tslrogen ibadi AIIoot your body s Tesloslerone levels in the blood !o increase 
5 MG BORON (GLUCONATE) - Increases Testosterone levels up to 200% Increased 

leiUisie .inr iiiKrfi ^ i isier muscle growth along with increased tat burning 
500 MG TRIBULUS TERRESTRIS - Imported from Bulgaria this 

Anabolic is absolutely the best muscle and strength producing ingredient 

available 

100% GUAMNTeED RESULTS! 



Send Check or Money order to: P.M. D. PHARMACEUTICALS 

5603-B W FRIENDLY AVE H260 • GREENSBORO NC 27410 

1-800-91 4-6559 



mmmuctmtm 

wm: r rj-w-iu, 
f/ttii i' liblelsi'itn- 

mk7-2iiiimuim 
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One Bottle 90 Tablets 

S29 9S .S300S&H 

Two Bottles 

(S*Kial|IIMFREE| 

S59 90 -S3 00S&H 
FREE Underground 
Ne>vslettef with oidei 
Check Money order 



Name 

Address 

City 

Slate. Zip, 



j^Phonet . ) J 



■"I SAFE FOR m 
- I 0RU6 TESTHK! 

_ I B-eCitusi- Itie [Ktlern;, 



of inis oioOuci 
recommended thai it 
not be used tor mofe 

man mne iMeks 
without 1 ttiree-week 
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INSTRUCTION 



Creative 
Careers 
for Creative 



Computer Animation 
Culinary Arts 
Fashion Design 
Multimedia & Web Design 
Online Media & Marlceting 
Industrial Design I 
Technology 
Graphic Design 
Interior Design 
Photography 
Video Production 



oitnese 18 locationi 

• Individualized JOS 

search assistance 
■ Financial aid available fof 

those who qualify 



www artinstitutes.edu 




Atlama. GA 
Boston, AM 
Chatkme, NC 
Cfiicago, IL 
Djllai, TX 
Denver, CO 
Foct Lauderdale. R 
Houston. TX 
Los Angeles, CA" 
Minnesota. MN 
New York, W 
Philadelphia, PA 
Pittstxjrgh, PA 
Phoenix, AZ' * 
Portland. OR 
San Francisco. CA 
Schaumtwrg. H"' 
Seattle. WA 



The Art Institutes- 

Amurictt't l^sJrr m ( rrMnrv tdutitlian 

300 Sixth Avenue, Suite 800. Pinstxxgfi. PA I mi iyit, 



1. 



^^ot all programs offered at all locanons ©The An 
Insl'tutes Intetnational. Inc®. 1999 ' TKe An Institute 
of Los Angeles, CA is a branch of Th« Art instrtuie 
P.tnbuigh. PA "The Art Injiituie of Pho«nu. .n AZ .4 a 

Ixaoc^i of The Colorado Institute of Art [Oe<iwe'l 
•"The Illino'S Institiite of Art Schaumburg is a bfan.-:h 
of The tllirvots Institute of Art Chicago 



You love music and want to 

make it a career 
We teach people who love 
music how to make it a career 
Let's talk. 




Recording Engineers 

SSL. Neve. Production. Hands on. 
6 month program 

Singers. Keyboardists. Guitarists. 
Bassists. Drummers 

Learn. Perform. Write Songs. Record. 
Programs from 3 months - 2 years 

WORKSHOPS AND PART-TIME CLASSES 

Questions? 




INDIE LABELS 



ICEX 

TV\t OECLiNE I 



«'\V\V HATWUKCK CO.VI 



^» LOOKOUT! ReCORDS 

The first to txing you Green Day, Opefation Ivy & 
Rancid! Lookoul! tias new records by: Avail. Auntie 
Christ, Black Fork, The Bomb Bassets, The Cnminals. 
The Crumtjs, The Donnas, The Groovie Ghoulies, The 
Hi-Rves, The Mr T Experience, Pansy Division, The 
Ptwntortt Surfers, Pinhead Gunpniwdef. The Potatomen, 
Servotron. The Smugglers. Squirtgun, Uranium 9 Vott, & 
(Young)Ptoneers. 

•Sand Si for calak}g to: Lookout! Records Spin! 
•P.O. Box 11374 Berkeley CA »4712-2374> 
•Mailorder holtine; 510-883^971 
•check our welssile! www.lookoutreconls.com 
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RECORDS 



I mumsaimmoFRmmwJCDsnimtciiossmamX 



nmmmimK com 



INTERNET SITES 



i 




ISOLATION 
TANK 

UK nocos 1 »«rs t viprfi 
C(MTUIt)SfOtllFREFCITll.DG 


EtECIRONICA.IRtliCE.eOIHIC 
WnU i. BEATS .TRIP-HOP 
INOUSTRKL . DRUM t BtSS 
tEFTFIELD ■ TECHNO . UMBIENI 


mmisiiniuai 
siuseBtuKOi 
po.iaai 

lEMUNTOWII. PA. \9m 
IISUUHA 



Wares from ttie unilerworld! 
Huge selection of t-shlrts, sterling silver 
jewelry, piercing jewelry, leather jackets, 
Chicago Police jackets, shoes S boots, 
Lariche Directions hair color, gothic cloth- 
ing, silver accessories. CHECK IT OUT! 

wviniv.etwisted.com/14 



MUSIC 



IMPORT CDs Rock. Pop. Metal, Alternative. Free catalog: 
SILVERDISC MUSIC, 19425-B Soledad, #272-SP, 
Santa Clarita, CA 91 351 www.silverdlsc.com 



IMPORTED RARITIES from around the world on 

CD, Video & Audio cassettes. Limp Bizket, Kom, 
Tool,311, Nirvana. Bruce, Kid Rock, I.C.P., 
Donna's Rage, & 1 0O's more. Catalog $1 .00 or 
on the Internet - www.ecleclicmuslc.com. 
ECLECTIC MUSIC 
PO Box 1864 Royal Oak, Ml 48068-1864 



POETRY CONTEST 



POETRY CONTEST! 


$48,000 


Send one original poem 
20 Hnee or loss to: 


In prizes 


Tho National Library of 
Poetry 


Awarded annually 


SuHe 10244 
1 Pootry Plaxa 




Owlnge MHIe, MO 21 117 


Possible Publication 


eiMT-IMT n» Ubrary •< ^Mlry 



POSTERS & PHOTOS 




win PkatM - Fm 0«nil«Wi ■ Fm SMpplni 

CELEBRITY PHOTOSIMUSIC POSTERS - 
name favorites SendSASEto: PIX/SPIN, 
80x20747, Houston, TX 77225 
Website - www.pliotowrld.com 



PSYCHICS 



Lov^ Eappinm 

SHL^ Talk Lii f to the BEST 
^S^^^^r P^y^f^'^^ ") Matters of 
^^^^HF'^ lite Heart. Get Answers 
MflR/FroM Psychici Who Care 



TREE 



W , f-J NlTffliOUICVT.UiOT 
jJ3/mJUW .taltOLOCV ■ UJUI1V0V.OT 

AS LOW AS $1.a3/MIN 

1-800-981-4138 

CMEOIT CJMD ON CHECH 

1-900-370-6112 

RRST 2 WHN FREE 



LG/XL CONCERT Tour T-Shirts $18.95 




t«12BLHK1B2 ZlSISCftSO 16339 DEFTONES 
Vutturp Heads Of Band White Portey 



m 
m 




Jin 

1 1i J 



I 17201 GODSMACX lOSBSfWOMOAr 16614 L C. POSSE 
Band Photo BIN* Jot Jumataj 



3>l I* • 




BE«5Ti£ tan fWn 
6. S«eUTH Doomdiy llnnlor 99 
COU aUMBSI ««> MM Cn»p 
JMI HENORIX LJM At WaoModi 

nimSMcliedllmUgo 
LESS null JUI HMD Kodnin, 
UMP BI2KIT Hotfiifl 
MMUni HMSm UU Ha 
mm Stnatng Spaa BO) 
■•NMUKurtCotalaCMMt 

orawKSMOMSM 



PUtl JAM Ol Nn UK 



■ME WUBTIUCMK Coiw 

m ZCIIBIE Gnat UMg IM OM 

SEVBinSTblllllPtMl 

S. a. VMieiM Un Rim IMar 

T. ETC BUNO Graup LIW On Stote 




orc.u 



luncmr iiaasnaD 
SpnUi t SNnt Fran Tia SMM 1 

LG/XL Long Sleeve T-Shirts $24.50^ 

GlMl Daiign Shooting Down TTie Anm On Most 
i 13383311 MttmilLago 

3 2ieg>UKi>2i>tm'iiMiioai 

J 212IBIIE«IKBIIIBnSWlil|0 
IttHftt 



HOB ZOMBC 
HouMOtZonM* 



J jiBizLCumiPosaSfMii 

] 17447 J. wmin Stan Alt J 




1B90QKORN 

Big Ey«s 



T-SHIRTS & MORE 



Looking for Music T-Shirts? 



Look for them at 
Eclipse Merchandise! 

SPECIAUZING IN: 

ROCK. ALTERNATIVE. POP. 
METAL. ELECTRONIC & 
HIP4I0P. 



WE HAVE IMPORTED. BANNED A 
RARE UNDERGROUND SHIRTS — 
NOT FOUND IN ANY STORE 

CAU TOa FREE: 

l-88a-450-5549 

(OR VISIT US ON LINE AT) 
WWW.ECLIPSEMERCHANDISEXOM 




J 174»lED2BTEUIIMmrneo«t 
I 1S3BBIUninill«IISOIILigllMaBoll 

J 1BB21 HmCHMJlSGkMlllDaillUigil 

] 2in7 mn sn un 

j 21613 PBINYW1S£ Slhpe LofiO 
I 21314 n. AGAINST MACHBC Jtflipln' Zicll 
] l74S9ll08ZlllllCH>UMOf2liaUe 
] IKTISEHBOBTIlKIIiSklBlLOBO 
J 21S14SI»UMIaaqinio«i 

Embroidered Baseball Caps $19 

Designs On High Quality Caps 

22470 GOOSMACK Logo 
lESaS L aOBM POSSE ICP Litttrs Liigil 
laotl JM HBOmX SIgiuUin Logo 
13419 METALUCA Strip UgoMila Star 
17411 NMEMOIIIAIlSFragBpUll 

i3tisoFSPniieLsgi> 
1 31 09 ozn oseoumc logo (mil CnH 

221 76 ROB ZOMBIE RoMI Hex 
1 aS86 SMASHING PUMPKMS NaiM Uigo 

16581 STAtND Logo 

17467 S- RAY VAUGHAN Sionature Logo 
14971 SUBLIME Joint & Logo 
19604 THIRD EYE BUND Logo 

X.t:.\ v;;c .:c.t:s 

CHe TiK Items You Want Or Maki Voir Own Onler Rant. 
Spedlylhesliilsiic. Send Cash. I^iedi Or Money In U.S. 
OaiARS ONLY. U.S. Add S8 For Shipping S Handing. CiBitt 
Card Ortkn $7. 2/3 day senlce t12 U.S. Only. Canada 
And Al Otter hxeign Counnles Add $1 2 
I 44110 Oipl 201 • Eden Priirli. MM 5S344 
Pkoni 612.liS.0033 Fai (12120.6989 
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yFAIL dcb rtAO."* 
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» Pom* r tooK. AT (3AM» FotM.Mt, 

S«C 7>»€ Se«»V OF s«.App/W<i «rMW$ ^ ' 

6.»iFATM6SS. »«AAT « 0» u^o CAu /o^ilSFLUCS 
SCI It A frAo-? •F 10 wrT- Z€A>^%i..." 
•OMfr, C»t aAllfiiU/lTH >M»T t,i7»H «f »Xti < X't , ST IH«y FlHfr* •^ff 

C0tttCTc»i4$ wlfePtfM rHfiA VMITfiHt , ty»eft »twT, U.F.*. SI«^HtlM&, H«»OMlM.e>'f 
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AM» PA/ *TTCMTt*M'. y#i»« ^eCAH^ A»*»w»'T » tiTlX* 

mAM TMOK of SC«ATcH TICKd AORIcrSO 
MMtZ opMftf Hits frwMMiMC STAiC P>M» P>w«.HMwTl 
IM THt PUIKp>TfB fCHIMb THt iLt^Sper ICgfMf. 
*^AKA H I* SC*KE A »•» •F f ASH AMP •''X 



tt«A» S»AS.»S, *-H» TH«M*t 



BtACK MAIA U'HO** NAxC — ,^ 

/•M FovM» OH -We 8wtUT»M TMl woac^ oi^fS T?|F«*i 
GoKikp «r y»»»» i-oCAi. ctTTrf S»MC"n*cM6. Tw>T PoU 
Srtop. ewfHTwAi«-V Hf^it TV«M ^KowimC rM-«iA Zitry 
yow'^T* TH6 u'OM^f tF^v woAC» 
OFTHC oec«/i.T U'HFAC y«w*lV 



TAteS IN pwaiic... 
••L. twT TMiS SFMSiTiwF 



i'PeMOT?*^ B€iT /fAAi»r 
piCRciNfc yo^H 6-eHiTAiJ 

AMP MAKIM(» owT CaY«MI' -M STA«.€. THe y 

♦"ITH CHICK. ( *-'At*-t T» S(c A «-»AM i«H»'V , ^ , , 

^rLAMc^*JA^;.A:i::.'''*^* '^-^ wF'APea y.w. FCL a«o.t 

sc'?eil.'i'i^;SoJ? 73 fVy Hi«.Hst«.oL c«itits..v 



MAkF HOCIC VFAA tAAp, a RoMCK of lTopl» SHiT 7XAT f#<H upAwWiM* /M 

t^MeM poM'T Liice n> the wce» stkswn patih of pi^y /»o eAuy»o» 
S<? ►teM imK'Mim*- an» fromt yAA>..." ^i-. 1 w» woe* what ©•»»*«. 

fr»T At Mwcil P</»«y>|^^kA Aocitr^A*.A»iHC IH 
vow CAM WH€M yov^kC yoJ^^Pt« flAST pvA<e. iKMAh/ 

p*p ft«i.rw«.F. i<M «cr- 

Mt. FAr AM » roMS- 
ffAt/ATtwr. w»)y AMI 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette 
Smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide. 



Box, 15 mg, "tar", 1 1 mg, nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 
Actual deliveries will vary based on how you hold and smoke your 
cigarette- For more product information, vistt our website at 

www.brownandwillianison.com Available in select stores. 



